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In Luce Tua
Comment on the Significant News by the Editors
As a New Decade Begins

LOOKJNG
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BACK upon the sixth decade of the
twentieth century of the Christian era, we feel rather
like the aristocrat who, when he was asked what part
he had played in the French Revolution, replied: "I
survived." It is, we would suggest, no mean accomplishment to have survived a decade which had to contend
with Joe McCarthy, Elvis Presley, Nikita Khrushchev,
Orval Faubus, Fulgencio Batista and the brothers Castro,
Grace Metalious, Jack Paar, ] immy Hoffa, ten Miss
Americas, three presidential elections, and the sack
dress. At the same time, merely having sunived is
hardly enough of an accomplishment to tempt one to
risk throwing his shoulder out of joint patting himself
on the back.
One would like to be able to say, at the end of a decade, that partly through his efforts things are a bit
better than they were ten years ago. And there are
men and women who, while they would be too modest
to say it about themselves, deserve to have it said of
them - such public benefacLOrs as Jonas Salk, C. S.
Lewis, Dag Hammarskjold, Thurgood Marshall, Robert
Shaw, Art Carney, Casey Stengel, Dwight Eisenhower,
Adlai Stevenson, S. J. Perelman, Walter Reuther, Robert A. Taft, Bishop Otto Dibelius, the Duke of Edinburgh, Walt Kelly, the writers of "Huckleberry Hound,"
several hundreds of thousands of underpaid preachers
and teachers, several million harassed mothers, and the
nameless bard who writes the Pabst Blue Ribbon beer
commercials.
The absence of our own name from this list is neither
an accident nor a reflection of modesty, For us as, we
suspect, for many of our readers the past decade was
a time of conflict between two desires which the Fifties,
to a greater extent perhaps than any other decade in
man's history, were prepared to gratify: the desire to
do good and the desire to do well. And looking back,
it appears that we tried to do each on alternate days,
which may explain why we succeeded in doing neither.
jANUARY
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Perhaps in the decade which is now dawning some ingenio us person will invent a non-scratching hair shirt
for the millions who, like o urself, would like to suffer
painlessly.
Or perhaps events themselves will force the decision
upon us. Perhaps the fat years are over and the lean
years upon us, years in which we shall have to learn
to find our satisfaction in something other than things.
The financial pages say that our gold is forsaking us.
Will it, perhaps, take its curse with it?

The Rednecks
One of the most regrettable consequences of the
Southern school desegregation controversy is the blot
which it has cast on the reputation of some of the most
pleasant and civilized cities in our country which happen to be in the South. Little R ock has already passed
into the language as the symbol of something ugly and
shameful in our history. Something similar may ha?pen to New Orleans. And then what? Atlanta, perhaps?
Take the case of New Orleans. One can easil y get
the impression, from newspaper and television accounts
that the whole citizenry is out on the streets screaming its opposition to school integration and threatening
bodily harm to Negroes and Caucasians who are simply
trying to abide by the law of the land. But what fraction of a percent are actua lly stirring up this rucku ?
There are a few harpies who, if they were not out on
the streets screaming, would be jarring the nerves of the
PTA or the Sewing Circle or their poor henpecked
husbands. There are some juvenile barbarians who
don't care what a rumble is about as long as they know
where it is. And there are tl10se sub-literate anarchists
of both races who welcome any opportunity to strike
a blow against law and order.
Left to itself, either Little Rock or New Orleans
could have carried the desegregation process through,
probably without any great enthusiasm but certa inly
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with little or no violence. But in both cases - and this
will be true someday in Atlanta, also - the situation
was taken out of their hands by the upcountry redneck
rubes who dominate the state governments thanks to
archaic constitutions which allow the cities much less
than their proper share of representation in the legislatures and in state offices.
This is an important fact to remember. It is easy
to become indignant at the violation of human rights
which is routinely practiced in the South against the
Negro. But the literate, civilized city dweller in the
South is also the victim of discrimination - less vicious,
it is true, but none the Jess real. He is at the mercy
of rural barbarians who are the fruits of an educational
system which was not only separate from that of the
Negro but, ironically, not much more than equal to it.
This barbarian has become what he wanted to make and, frankly, did make - of the Negro: a person incapable of fitting into a civilized society. And like all
barbarians, he hates cities and seeks to destroy them.
We are particularly unhappy that these barbarians
have laid their foul and hairy hands on New Orleans,
one of the few great cities of the New World. But New
Orleans has survived their attacks often enough before,
and we are confident that this time will be no exception.

Canterbury and Rome
Our Lord Jesus Christ, in the night in which He was
betrayed, spoke a prayer which few of us can read without pangs of conscience, for in it He prayed, over and
over again, that His disciples and those who would follow them in the faith would be and remain one.
We are not one, and have not been for more than a
thousand years, and no amount of talk about our oneness in some sort of invisible fellowship can conceal
the fact that Christendom is divided into many warring
sects, each denying to the other that one-ness of communion and fellowship and breaking of bread which distinguished the Church in the days when it was still one,
holy, catholic, and apostolic. Like the demoniac, with
whom perhaps we share more than we would like to
admit, our name is Legion, for we are many.
Presumably no Christian is content to let the Church
remain divided and at war with itself. The question is,
how can unity be restored without the sacrifice of
Truth? For the same Lord Who prayed that His followers might all be one gave them also the commission
to teach men to observe all things whatsoever He had
commanded them. The absoluteness of that "all" leaves
only a very limited area within which compromise of
differences is possible.
There is, however, a unity which, while looking forward to union, does not demand it today or tomorrow.
The visit of the Archbishop of Canterbury to the Vatican last month was an important and evangelical move
toward re-asserting the true unity of the Church - the
unity of spirit in the bond of peace - without ignoring
those seemingly insurmountable differences of doctrine
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and polity which make union so remote a possibility
that, humanly speaking, it seems altogether out of the
question. And the cordiality with which he was received indicates that there is a desire for this kind of
unity in Rome, also.
Men of good will can understand and respect the kind
of denominational separatism which, while always prepared to yield to a larger union based upon agreement
in teaching and practice, is not willing to achieve this
union by playing loose and fast with the Truth. The
scandal of the Church has not been the fact that denominations exist, but that for so many centuries they
have either refused to speak to each other or have
spoken in pride or anger or contempt. The kind of ordinary civility that prompted Dr. Fisher to drop in for
a friendly conversation with Pope John could, if it
were more widely practiced, do much to create an atmosphere in which the serious issues which are in dispute
in the Church could someday be discussed with some
hope of their eventually being resolved.

The Electoral College
The closeness of last November's presidential election
has resurrected the old argument over the Electoral College. Its critics insist that it has become completely
anachronistic, at best, and potentially dangerous, at
worst, since it could throw the election to a candidate
who has failed to receive a majority of the popular vote.
Its defenders, on the other hand, see it as one of the
few remaining vestiges of state sovereignty, as a deterrent to the proliferation of splinter parties, and as a
device to prevent the large and populous states from
monopolizing power in the election of the President.
The argument is not, frankly, one that we can get
very much excited about. We are impressed by the
fact - unprecedented, we believe, in human history that the United States has had a succession of thirtyfour chief executives over a period of 172 years without,
so far, having turned up a single crook or tyrant or madman. Individual presidents may not have been the best
men available at the time, and some of them were weak
or stupid or naive. But as a group we will stack them
up against any succession of thirty-four presidents or
kings or emperors or popes and we think they will come
off quite well.
This suggests, to us, that whatever the theoretical
arguments may be for or against the Electoral College
it has in its favor the best argument any human insti- "'
tution can ever have in its favor; it has worked over a
long period of time to accomplish the purpose for which
it was created. If the Founding Fathers had provided
for the election of a President by casting lots, and if that
system had given us as good a succession of Presidents
as we have had, we would favor continuing to cast lots.
Critics of the Electoral College like to point out that
several of our presidents have been elected by a majority
of the electoral votes despite the fact that they received
a minority of the popular votes, and the example which
THE CRESSET

they usually cite is that of the admittedly weak Benjamin Harrison in his first race against Grover Cleveland.
But surely no one will say that Harrison's election was a
tragedy, however much of a mistake it may have been.
The example which sticks in our mind, and makes us
reluctant to tamper with the present electoral system, is
that of 1860, when a candidate received a clear majority
in the Electoral College, although he won only forty
percent of the popular vote. His name was Abraham
Lincoln.

Triumph of the Boobery
In our part of the country one of the metropolitan
television stations has been giving prime Sunday evening
viewing time to a two-hour presentation of a serious
play. Before each play, and during each of its intermissions, an announcement is made that "this play is
presented as adult entertainment and is not intended
for children's viewing." The plays have been excellent
- such things as Antigone, The Gmss Harp, Th e Emperor's Clothes, and Don Juan in H ell .
But we are not going to get to see them any more.
The boobery has moved in and raised such a ruckus
about showing this kind of thing while the toddlers are
still up and about that the station has been forced to
shift the plays to a 10:30 hour when teachers, editors,
and other working types are in bed. And so what might
have been a boon to the whole population is to be
restricted to insomniacs, night clerks, and precinct desk
sergeants.
We don't blame the station. It tried to do something worth doing and ran into a kind of trouble
familiar to anyone who has tried to offer quality to a
mass audience. We blame the rubes and boobs who
will let their children watch hour upon hour the sadism
and brutality of meretricious mysteries and Westerns
but will not have the little dears confronted with a
serious study of human weakness or evil; who encourage
their children to watch treacley fantasies but scream
Murder if they accidentally get a glimpse of reality.

Apparently it has never occurred to these self-appointed
guardians of public morals that there is a little button
which can be turned to bring in another channel where
the children can be gorged on the homogenized pablum
which the networks offer on Sunday nights.
The television industry has taken a bea ting from
critics and intellectuals for the cheapness and shabbiness
of its programming, and much of this criticsm has been,
no doubt, richly deserved. But the primary responsibility must rest upon us, the teachers and writers and
preachers and artists. If we had been doing our job
there would be an audience for serious stuff and there
would be a howl of rage at any attempt of the boobery
to bring television down to its level. But we have isolated ourselves in our own little circles and sets behind
.great walls of jargon, cant, and studied eccentricity.
And so the boobery has taken over and is calling the
tune.
jANUARY 1960

Words Fit for the Occasion
It is not easy, as some of our readers know, to crash
the poetry columns of this magazine. The poetry editor,
a lady of sophisticated tastes and iron will, is hard to
please and would, we are sure, do nothing to encourage
the poetasting with which we beguile our leisure hours.
We are grateful to the Budapest Nepszava, therefore,
for an opportunity to present some of our work under
the guise of legitimacy in the editorial columns, over
which the poetry editor has no control. The occasion
is a request, by that paper, for appropriate words and
music for certain rites and ceremonies which the Communist government is attempting to push in lieu of
traditional Christian baptisms, weddings, and funerals.
Specifically they want a poem to be recited at "namegiving" ceremonies, a hymn to be sung at weddings, and
a choral work to be performed at funerals. We lack,
unfortunately, both the talent and the training for
musical composition, but words we have in an abundance and from our bounty we offer the following to
the editors of Nepszava with the request that, if they
should be deemed worthy of the prize which is being
offered for suitable compositions, any amount that may
be awarded to us be sent directly to the Hungarian Relief Society.
POEM FOR A HUNGARIAN COMMUNIST
NAME-GIVING CEREMONY
·w here did you come from, baby dear?
No matter. After all, you're here,
And we are glad to claim you.
Sweet flowerlet of the Marxist band,
Famed be at sea, in space, on land
The name by which we name you.
:May yours be shrewdness to divine
Mutations in the party line
And wit to alter with them.
l\Iay conscience never interpose

Objections to the ebbs and flows
Of dialectic rhythm.
So may you live in great content,
Obedient to the government,
To ripe old age and hearty.
And may the name you take tl1is morn
In manhood's golden years adorn
The roster of the Party.

WORKERS' HYMENEAL HYMN
Within my proletariat breast
A strange new dialectic
Has much disturbed my customed rest
And left me feeling hectic.
Bourgeois emotions trouble me
As storms excite the Azov Sea
Or fears an apoplectic.
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Long was I a Stakhanovite,
Production goals exceeding
Now langour claims me day and night,
On racking passion feeding.
Come, therefore, live with me, my love!
Perhaps my work will then improve,
Freed of desire's impleading.
And we will breed great, hulking lads
And many-muscled lasses
To man the hoe and rake and adze
And swell the working classes.
I love you truly. Promise me
That you my faithful wife will be
And help me serve the masses.

WORDS FOR A CHORALE TO BE SUNG AT THE
FUNERAL OF A CONFESSING A THEIST
Off he goes, into the vague, gray nowhere,
Off to feed maggots and worms.
Off he goes. We, too, must someday go there,
Hastened by bullets or germs.
Eat and drink, and, if you can, be merry!
Live it up while you still may!
For, when it's done
There's no more fun,
And nothing is sure beyond today.

On Second Thought
---------------------------------- B Y

There were two trees designated in the Garden, and
each one had an answer to man's dilemma. One was
the tree of the knowledge of good and evil, and the
other was the tree of life. And it was not the answer
that Eve learned when she ate of the tree, but the question she asked as she approached the tree, that is our
curse.
The dilemma is the terrible tension of being man in
the presence of the absolute God. Of being both formed
from dust and inspired by God. The question: How
can I live? How can I be, in this holy place? The tree
of life is the answer of free responsibility, and the tree
of the knowledge of good and evil is the answer of
rules by which to live. And God said: Don't look for
rules. Do not escape your freedom. Do not eat of the
tree of the knowledge of good and evil.
But Eve asked the wrong questions. She asked:
"What must I do, to live here in the garden? '!\That am
I permitted to do, and what am I forbidden to do, to
live before my God"? And the next question was very
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dose: "What can I get by 'A'ith"? And Satan whispered
about God's command: "Nonsense. Eat it and you'll
know all the rules. You won't have this terrible tension. You won't have to worry about it. You'll know
the rules as well as God does." So Eve and her husband ate, and man lives under rules- because he knows
only rules. He has been given the knowledge of good
and evil, and the only question he knows how to ask is:
·w hat am I permitted, and what am I forbidden?
In Christ we are free again. We may eat of the tree
of life, of accepting the terrible burden that is the only
way of joy. We may live as the sons of God, free from
rules because the God who loves us we also love. We
may take His gift of responsibility, saying confidently
what I do is by the grace of God the right thing to do.
Not by my act - that's under rules - but by God's acceptance - that's forgiven life - I am a son and free.
I live, but not I. Christ liYes in me and what I do I do
by the grace of God.
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AD LIB .
Winter Fun Hasn't Chang ed
--------------8 Y

A L F R E D

THE OTHER DAY, one of the small boys around our
house asked me what we did to have fun during the
·winter when I was a boy. His tone implied that things
must have been quite different in those pre-historic
times. For a moment, I thought they might have been,
but upon reflection, I realized that outdoor fun for
boys, particularly during Winter, has changed very
little in our fast changing society.
In other seasons, boys have a great deal of equipment we didn ' t have, including many items that weren't
even invented then. But in Winter boys now have
the same equipment and do moH of the same things
we did.
After all, snow is snow. We threw snowballs, built
snow forts and snowmen, slid down hills, ami lay on
the ground flapping our arms to make snow angels.
Boys now do the same. Ice skating, too, has changed
little over the years.
There are, of cour e, some differences. When it came
to sleds, in my day the home-made jobs far outnumbered
the store-bought variety. These home-made sleds took
many forms and most were superior to the kind you
could buy. Then too, in a small town, where snow
was never removed from the streets except by melting,
hitching rides with our sleds was a common pastime.
Cars were fewer then because the streets were more
difficult to navigate, what with drifts and ruts.
Our favorite hitch was on a slow truck or a coal
wagon. Coal was hauled by horse and wagon in our
town until the 1930's and it was always possible to find
a number of coal wagons plying the streets. The coal
company was not in favor of our tying on to their
wagons but the drivers didn't seem to mind. We would
ride behind the wagon until it was a block from the
railroad tracks where they loaded. Then we would
wait lor a loaded wagon to go back the other way.
\<Ve always found the wagons, pulled by steaming,
sturdy horses at a trot, much more fascinating than a
truck with accompanying exhaust.
The major change in ice skating has to do with equipment. Today most boys have shoe skates. We were
lucky ever to see a pair. We wore clamp skates with a
strap that went under the skate and around the ankle.
l\[any of the skates had hearts or diamonds stamped into
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the foot piece, and all of them had the common failing
of coming off at frequent intervals. · Our fingers were
always half-frozen because we spent so much time trying
to tighten the skate clamps. The on ly reason more of
us didn't freeze to death from sitting on the ice working on our skates was that we all wore long, woolen
underwear, which may have been scratchy but whicj1
certainly was warm.
Galoshes have changed the least, so far as outdoor
apparel is concerned. I didn't care for rhem then and
I don't care for them now. But most boys wore high
top boots, which were kept well oiled. These boots were
impervious to almost anyth ing one wou ld encounter,
and their only disadvantage was that they let off a peculiar oily odor when put in front of the stove to warm up
and dry off. When cold, they were difficu lt to put on
and it took a long time to lace them.
Perhaps one of the greatest changes is in the nature
of the chores we did then. Every night after school it
was my job to split kindling for the next morning's fire.
I'm sure 1 could have spl it enough to last for a few days
at one time, but I don't recall doing it, mostly because
I was always anxious to finish and get going with the
other boys in the neighborhood. After the kindling
was ready I also had to fill the coal buckets so there
would be enough coal in the house to keep the stoves
going the rest of the evening.
The differences between the activities then and now
are minor. Boys will be boys and especially in Winter.
Our boys still come in as I did, red faced, cold, and
tracking snow. They have on only one or two layers
of clothing, however, to our three or four, and they
have just as much trouble getting their clothing on
hooks, when they take it off, as I did. They lack the
experience of warming up in front of a stove, where
one side of you burned and the other remained frozen,
but that was hardly an advantage.
I didn't tell my boy - because he wouldn't understand - that the main change has been in me. As a
boy I looked forward to snow and frozen ponds; wind,
slush, and freezing cold were part of the fun. Boys
still feel that way, but long ago I changed from a person who looked forward to Winter to one who now
thinks a climate where the mean temperature is around
80 for the year is just about ideal.

7

An Interview with a Japanese Buddhist Convert
Tmnslated and Adapted by
ROBERT EPP

VALUE there may be in this sort of
W HATEVER
document lies not in the fact that what is here
presented amounts in essence to a critique of Christians
and Christianity, but rather in the fact that through such
criticism those who are so inclined may 'be led to a
searching re-evaluation of their faith _ . . or more properly, of various aspects of Christian practice and belief wh ich we have mistaken for Truth.
Because the American Christian is for the most part.
unaware of certain fundamental compromises he has
made with the society in which he lives, it is easy for
him to identify every aspect of his religious life and
faith with Western civilization. He thus stumbles into
the trap of imagining that a Christian must wear a
specified amount of clothing - whether he lives in
New York or in New Guinea; or that true Christians
must necessarily be people with clean homes, the right
friends, and ideologies consonant with the Declaratiotl
of Independence. In short, he is trapped into first
thinking and then insisting that Christians everywhere
be precise ly like he is.
If this dialogue would speak to the thinking Christian, one must read it with his guard down and his
mind receptive, or at least he must be humble enough
to be enlightened, and honest enough with himself
to anticipate discomfort, perhaps even anger. There
may well be certain distortions of Christian practi ~e as
we know it, but like a child's exaggerated mimicry of
parental habits, caricature and distortion can be a
school, if we are but big enough to see the other person's viewpoint and wise enough, then, to be instructed.
Perhaps the ability to see ourselves as we are seen is
one way to know the true humility through which
faith is confirmed.
The convert in question has only recently become ;t
Buddhist. 1f he seems at times more Christian than
Buddhist, this is only because he is still more of a
Christian than a Buddhist, for one cannot shed the
faith of his childhood like a skin. This well-educated
young man is under thirty ; he was born into a Christian home, attended Christian s·chools, and associated
largely with Christian friends. In Japan this is an
extremely rare situation which is mentioned not because
it is rare but because it provides a necessary background
for understanding both the importance of his new
commitment and what becoming a Buddhist must certainly mean to him in terms of alienation, misunderstanding, and loneliness. Viewed in this light, some of
his comments might not appear to be so acrid.
Q. Can you explain why you left the Christian Church
and became Buddhist?
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Where should I begin? There are so many factors,
so many sides of the problem to explain. Perhaps I
could sketchily give some of the main reasons. First,
narrow sectarianism. The Christian sects I knew
seldom acted as though they worshiped the same
Lord or had the same Christ-life in them . Next, the
logic-saturated Greek philosophical approach which
all but destroys the truly religious. Third, the superiority attitude of the missionaries. Finally, I think
I would mention the inability of the type of Christianity I knew to operate in a man's life in some vital
and meaningful way.

Q. I'm nut ce-rtain of what you mean by the second
·reason. Could you say something more conaete regarding the "logic-saturated" appmach?
.-\. Yes. There is too much reliance on the written
word, too much reliance on explanations, on being
exact, on looking for purpose and meaning and definitions in and for everything. All this seems perfectly
logical to all Western peoples, I suppose, but it is not
necessarily reasonable as far as Eastern peoples are
concerned.

Q. Do you mean Eastern people do not seek purpose,
meaning, definitions, and the lihe in their 1·eligiuns?
This is a matter of degree. We know how to find
purpose in purposelessness and meaning in meaninglessness, for after all night is a part of day and positive
is simply an aspect of negative. The Western passion
for mutual exclusives, your either-or psychology, is
foreign not only to our minds but to our language as
well. We are rather "both-and "people. As for written scriptures, they are but records of the less important things that great men of God said or did, while
the really vital facts about these men lie in the men
themselves. These are facts which cannot be communicated adequately by words alone. This is what
we Buddhists seek: what the great men actually we1·e
and how they got that way, not just what they said.
Christianity, in trying to fit itself into a fake structure of scientific organization and Greek categories of
thought, has played the harlot, disfrocked itseH, and
ultimately has made its doctrines chaotic, meaningless, and sterile from an Oriental viewpoint.
Q. Did you find any sympathy [o1· this viewpoint during the time you consideTed becoming a Buddhist?
A. Sympathy? Only men who know the Truth know
to what extent one must accept the fact that some
things are vague and do not submit to examination.
The Christian ministers I knew were ignorant of
Buddhism so they could not and did not understand
what I felt. Though they themselves have doubt-

A.
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lessly played games or danced - and so have experienced the joyous feeling of doing a thing just
to do it without trying to get somewhere - they
seemed somehow unable to bring themselves to
"dance" in a religious or theological sense. They refused, in other words, to go anywhere in their thinking that others had not been or where their own prejudiced doctrines did not lead. No, they had no
sympathy with my spiritual waltzing!

Religion and Its Counterfeits
Q.

What was the first symptom you noticed in yourself, I mean the first inkling that you were not satisfied with the Church?
A. A negative attitude with regard to activities with
other Christians completely baffled me. I simply
could not comprehend this. I was not to pray with
them or attend their services, in spite of the fact that
they believed in the same Lord and in the same Grace
that I did. On top of this, I gradually grew disgusted
with the transplanted ferment of activity - any kiml
of activity - which gradually came to stand for the
Gospel itself. I didn't think Christians took themselves seriously enough.
Q. Is a church not supposed to be active? Why should
activity offend you?
A. This was more the activity of a club than the activity of men who have found Christ in their hearts.
I couldn't discern the difference between my church
and a social club. I felt Christianity had become
bankrupt. To learn x number of pages in a Catechism might be initiation into a club, it is not entrance into the Kingdom of God. This is a phony
comfort which I doubt will impress my countrymen in
the long run. Actually, statistics suggest that not
many in all of East Asia have, so to say, "fallen for
this line."
Q. But isn't religion supposed to give comfort?
A. Comfort, perhaps yes, but complacency-Never!
Was religion ever meant to solve all of life's problems?

Let science solve the problems. The business of religion is to kill the pride, the arrogance, the faithlessness in man's spirit that indeed make problems
where no problems ought to exist. Anyway, faith is
a way to endure problems and finally to get the
victory: to get it right here on earth where we must
find the Kingdom of God or forever lose it.
Q. Don't you think r·eligion should be orderly, even
r·espectable?
A. I do not oppose order, nor am I against respectability; these are however by-products. Religion without mystery is not religion. Religion is an area where
the mysteries of life must be regarded as realities to
be experienced, not as problems to be solved. Intellectuals who want religion, in my country and in
yours, don't want merely another test tube or another
syllogism. They want something to believe and do.
They want to become what God wants them to be.
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l\Iy impression is that Americans have talked the
soul right out of their Christianity.
Q. Exactly what do you mean when you said a moment
ago that Chr·istians want a r-eligion that is neat and
logical? Is this necessar-ily a fault?
A. Maybe an analogy will help you see why I feel it
is a fault. When we were children we learned the
multiplication tables. We learned that 5 x 3 is 15.
We memorized this and we·re taught to count phy~i ··
cal objects as "proof." Now that we know this fact
without even thinking, we can use it, but we do not
worship either the multiplication · tables or the teacher
who helped us learn them. We stand beyond the fact
yet curiously indebted to it, curiously in need of it.
Now we can use this knowledge to solve problems
far more complex than we could have dreamed of
when we first learned to multiply.
Q. Frankly, I don't see what this has to do with r·eligion in Amer·ica.
A. Just this: I have the feeling that American religionists too seldom get beyond their religious multiplication tables. They not only stay at this fourth
grade level, they continue giving the same phony
reasons for what they believe, just as we once gave
phony reasons to "prove" that 5 x 3 is 15. Why
does 5 x 3 equal 15? Certainly not because it IS m
the multiplication tables and not because when you
take three rows of five buttons you find they total
fifteen. These aren't the real reasons at all. Five
times three is fifteen whether it is in a table or not,
whether we count buttons or not. Here is my point:
religion - r·eal religion - is Truth, just as Truth is
Truth, whether it is written up in a Book or not.

Religious Symbols
Q. Let's leave arithrneitc and talk about symbols,
another kind of language. Do you use symbols the
way Christianity uses them?
A. Religion must use symbols, just as poetry must use
symbols, for both are trying to express what cannot
be contained in words. Both stand for something
far greater than their own form or content. Symbol
is therefore as fundamental to religion as a straight
line is to directness on a flat surface.
Q. Can't you be a bit more specific?
A. Whenever I get specific I become critical ... nevertheless, well, my feeling is that Westerners like the
physical, the concrete, the tangible, things measurable. Perhaps this why things of the spirit and the
language of symbol (both poetry and religion) appear
to float on the surface of the Occidental world. Because Eastern people relish the intangible, their road
to true religion is easier than yours. For this reason
I do not think it is an accident that all the major
religions of the world, Christianity included, are
Eastern in origin. Westerners just haven't learned
to respect and wrestle with symbolic expression. You
seem to prefer the mechanical ease of a formula.
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Q.

Do any Ch1·istian symbols especially move m· inspi1·e
you?
A. Yes, the Cross. Indeed, the Cross is a magnificent
symbol. For East Asian people it is rather bloody
and violent but powerful nevertheless. I must confess I never realized the power in this symbol until
I left the Church. Now I often wonder whether the
Cross is as powerful to Christians as it is to me. For
instance, had Christ appeared at another age, He
could have just as well been executed in an electric
chair, by a guillotine ...
Q. . .. or by a Samur·ai's sword?
A. Yes, or by a Samurai sword. It is interesting to
speculate how Christians might make the sign of the
electric chair. Perhaps use of a modern means of
execution would drive home the real meaning of
the Cross.
Q. In contrast to the aggressive concept of God working
in Christ, Buddhism is often described as being passive. What do you thin!< of this aiticism?
A. \t\'e are not militant. We do not proselytize. W12
do not conduct bingo games. We do not try making
laws that tell a man outside of our "communion"
what he must do. No, we are not aggressive or active
in this way. Viewed externally we are far more passive, I suppose, than Christianity. But can one be
sure that surface activity proves a religion is dynamic?
Possessing the quality of a true dynamic as opposed
to mere activity per se is what's really important,
don't you think?
If that's the case, I'm not so sure Buddhism isn't
truly dynamic. A bear preparing to hibernate is
hyperactive, much like modern American-style Christianity. He's getting ready for a long sleep, but is he
really going anywhere or accomplishing anything?
On the other hand, a cocoon looks the picture of
death itself in spite of the fact that there is a dynam ic
process going on deep underneath. The caterpillar
is really going somewhere. He is becoming a butterfly. I believe that this is what must happen to the
souls of men, and this is what happens in true religion.
Q.
Do you mean Christianity is not " tnte 1·eligion"?
A. Did I say that? I merely have the impression that
Christianity in the mid-twentieth-century is as cluttered up as a late nineteenth-century living room.
1t is easy to appear active when, by a mere hour of
labor, you can reorganize the furniture. The Buddhism I represent is far less cluttered; in fact, Zen believes in having as little furniture around as possible.
Thus we feel we can more closely approach the realities of apprehending Truth. When one has accosted
Truth, as it were, there is no reason to make others
believe his program is dynamic. Really, isn't this
talk of a "dynamic religion" a facade for insecurity?
The real dynamic of religion transcends programs,
plans, committees - every thing.
Q. By now I'm confused as to your definition of "true"
1'el igi 011.
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1t isn't easy to define. It isn't even fair really to
require a definition. This is, you know, one of the
most serious criticisms I have of the type of Christianity the West is trying to plant in Asia. At least
let me say that in true religion one does not worship
the multiplication tables or the teacher who taught
them. True religion does not make people conform,
nor does it demand conformity as the prerequisite
for club membership.
Teachers, multiplication
tables, conformity to rules - these are vehicles. To
make them more is to make the religion fraudulent.
Sheer exclusiveness, for instance, is not the mark of
Truth, nor may I add is it the mark of an evangelical
New Testament faith. In fact, I get the notion that
exclusiveness is rather the fruit of pride in those who
haven't found the Way. The function of faith and
love dare never be the fitting of men into molds.
Q. Do you feel Buddhism offe1·s a bette1· solution?
A. Naturally, I feel my way is superior to what I have
seen of mid-twentieth-century Christianity. I think
so because I believe religion to be more than rules
and regulations, and more than the binding of oneself to a certain interpretation of Scripture, the way
one binds himself to God, as though any one interpretation were the last and only definition of Truth.
God cannot be written up in a book. You cannot
give a man a mathematical formula which will make
his religion logical, foolproof, or unassailable for all
times. Only if he has found the light through transcending the mind - not necessarily disregarding
mind, but moving beyond it - can he stand above
darkness in the very presence of :Mystery without discomfort . .. and without the compulsion to explain
his situation.
Q. You seem to suggest that a man who has found the
Tntth, say thmugh the Pres byterian church, is liberated from this cltUJ·ch once he has the Truth.
A. In a way, yes, if by "liberated" you mean tmnsrending. Such a man is no longer merely a Presbyterian or a Methodist or a Lutheran. Once he has found
the Truth he is a new being, he is a Christ. What
do butterflies want with a cocoon? But the enlightened man stands like a spider, in control of the web,
not caught in it.

A.

Religion and the Church
Q. Does this mean one no longer needs the Church?
A.

Need? There are different kinds of need. A man
who has found the Truth has new needs, needs unlike
those of people who have not yet made his discovery.
Look at the math professor. Does he need the multiplication tables in the same way that a fourth grader
needs them? Or take the butterfly. When it was a
caterpillar it needed a cocoon. Now, thank~ to the
cocoon, it no longer needs a cocoon; it is a new creature, and a cocoon is not meant to contain a butterfly.
You see, this is not religious anarchy. We believe in
laws and regulations, but in their place, a limited
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place. A butterfly is a thing of beauty in debt to
(but no longer imprisoned by) the cocoon. Isn't it
the same in religion?
Q. You seem to be saying the Chu1"Ch ought to be like
a cocoon.
A. An analogy is limited, of course. Just the same,
the Church should at least serve this one function of
helping us to transcend ourselves, to become new
creatures, to become butterflies, if you will. That's
what I mean by the cocoon symbol. The Church is
in this sense our Mother, and one cannot forget the
debt owed to his Mother. But a man cannot be a
child all his life either. He must care for, not be
dependent upon, his Mother. Men must be becoming. I feel that Christian churches are so busy making men into molds that they don't produce butterflies ... only uglier caterpillars.
Q. You make it difficult to keep my promise to refmin
from arguing.
A. Perhaps so. But you did ask me.
Q. Yes, I did . .. Have you any theories about how
Christianity or Christians got the way you have just
described?
A. Perhaps by internal bickering. The more they
bickered the more they felt they had to assure themselves that they had the whole Truth. The more
they felt that they were God's elect, the more perfect
they could pretend they were, and the more arrogantly
they could act toward other faiths, indeed, toward
other sects within Christianity.
I don't feel Christians on the whole have enough
courage of conviction or confidence in their faith to
listen to criticisms of their doctrines. They don't
understand what they believe well enough to command it; instead, they are commanded by it, indoctrinated. They feel accordingly that they must argue.
They get defensive, aggressive, uncomfortable. In
short, they are not with the Paul who said, "We are
now looking at a dim reflection in a mirror. Now
my knowledge is imperfect . . . " Imperfect! Dim!
My impression of modern churches is that they prefer to claim they have a firm grasp of the Truth,
which Truth they assert is clear, perfect. and - to
cap folly with arrogance - mostly their private possession.
Q. I can see you have had some tense experiences.
Can you put your finge1· on what caused you to react
so violently against Christian mzsswnaries and
Chu1·ches?
A. If by now I haven't made myself clear on that point,
all I can say is that I still see red when I notice how
churches have programmed their piety much as one
programs a problem for UNIVAC. The Truth
should set us free, not make us more completely enslaved to pettiness or narrow mindedness. To be
really free a man must be the slave to Truth. Truth
is not a church organization or a book or a man. You
see, I'm back to the notion that Christian theologians
jANUARY
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in the West are too Greek. Everything must be neat.
Even if this were all right, the next step is sheer
totalitarianism: every man must conform to the neat
system. There is more freedom where I am now:
the real type of freedom.

Religion and Science
Q. I'd like to turn to science now if I may. Did you
find that your experiences in the academic world
challenge your faith or destroy your confidence in
God'!
A. Not at all. Of course I know many Christians who
became enemies of the Church and then enemies ot
God when they were at college. The former is perfectly natural, I suppose, when a person finds that
fraudulent claims have been made with regard to
doctrinal omniscience, often with total disregard for
the purpose and intent of the Sacred Record. But
becoming an enemy of God - this I cannot understand! To my knowledge, no Buddhist could hate
God and still claim to be man. His studies might
very well cool his ritual observances, but they would
never be the cause of his becoming either an atheist
or an agnostic.
Q. You mean there is no conflict between science and
1·eligion in Buddhism?
A. I should say there is no real conflict that I am aware
of. You see, we do not busy ourselves with theories
about how the world began and all that. Western
Christianity thinks it must answer all the metaphysical questions, it must be as logical as philosophy,
it must explain the universe and accept as literal truth
the prehistoric sections of Scripture. Buddhists accept such stories as spiritual Truth, and because we
do not assign to them an intent they were never meant
to have, we do not get into trouble with science.
Q. Well, why do religious people get into tmuble with
science in the West?
A. Probably because Christianity no longer focuses on
its content. It is, it seems to me, too interested in
socializing, organizing, perpetuating itself, and justifying its existence, its policies, its purity. Religion
competes with science only when it seeks the smaJier
realities, when it turns in upon itself to become fossilized truth instead of dynamic Truth.
Q. You mean Buddhism doesn't make that same erro1·
- if it is an error- that you claim Christianity makes
in the West?
A. Why should it? Scientists seek reality with a small
"r" and religion seeks Reality with a capital "R."
Each of us seeks Truth. We respect each other. We
don't mix up our arenas. We don't compete.
Q. You still haven't made clear why Christianit)'
should expe1·ience these troubles while Buddh'ism, at
least according to you, does not.
A. Christianity can no longer tell the difference between what is true religion and what is cultural
accretion. I suggest that anthropology find the an-

11

swers. I do not know them, but I do know that true
religion is a thing words cannot contain. It is like
the magical something a true artist has: he could
write a book or a ton of books and still never communicate the essence of his art to his son or to his
disciples, for that essence lies somewhere beyond
words and intellect, beyond - yet deeply imbedded
in - even the visual aspects of the art itself.
True religion is that which gives us the strength
to be something better than we are, to be what God
wants us to be, to be like Him - even perhaps to be
a part of Him. Science promises none of these things,
Christianity in theory does. Though you do claim
to be concerned with such Realities, however, the record is filled with your whoring after the smaller
realities, things which we do not feel to be the content of religion. You cannot make spiritually a
menu or a schedule and expect God to live in people's
hearts. Literal-mindedness, this "straining at gnats
and swallowing a camel" attitude, is unspiritual; this
is what crosses swords with science. It is this attitude
which would put periods at the end of God's inexorable sentences.
Q. One final question. What do )' 011 think of th e fu ·
lure of Christianity in japan?
A. At the moment, less than one percent of the population claims Christian affiliation. Church growth in
Japan has been doing little more than reflecting the
trends in population growth. Unless there is a radical

change from down within the very soul of the Church,
I predict that no more than a few percent of Japan's
population will ever em brace Christianity.
Q. Well, maybe numbers aren't so impor·tant . ..
A. That's just the point - of course numbers aren't
important! It's your sects with their god of arithmetic that bother with statistics; we don't weary ourselves
with numbers or with the notion that if we are
gmwing we are therefore ori the right track. What I
want to point out is that I get the impression Western
missionaries are more interested in making us Japanese act, talk, think, and pray as much like Western
Christians as possible. But we are Eastern people
who for all of our superficial Westernization remain
essentially Oriental, in thought as well as in deed.
You cannot plant a palm tree in Canada. Better
adapt the thing first to its new environment and purge
the confusion of sectarian rivalry. With some degree
of unity, or at least with a lesser degree of divisiveness,
you might make an integrated impact. You see, we
don't especially mind "sectarianism" in our indigenous religions because none is, like Christianity, an
all-or-nothing faith.
I'm even presenting alternatives in typical Western terms when I say that if your
exclusivistic, either-or-Christianity wants a fair chance
in my country, I feel it must either permit syncretism
with indigenous faiths or present a more united front.
There are no alternatives.

A SEIZURE OF SYMBOLS
-a modern visionln haunted ruins of Paradise
searching, furtive we take
the Swords that held the barrier.
Now, wildly, wide-awake,
we draw them from the Scabbard Tree
once guarded for our sake.
And how can this be: that God leaves ruin
what once was His jealousy?
that Guardian Angels flame no more
in lethal fixity?
Has God Himself flung down the Swords
of our primal outlawry?
Can it be:

that dread Angels will not return

to the Eden of Choice we fled
for tragic walls and circling swords,
steel, and flame, and lead?
Oh, waiting Cups are near at hand
and a Kingdom just ahead!
-
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The Theatre

Waves and a Few Rocks
BY WALTER SoRELL

Drama Editor
Everything goes in cycles on Broadway as if the playwrights and producers were feverishly trying to read the
temper of the public in order to make - according to
the indications of the quicksilver - quickly their silver.
For quite some time we had to endure an oriental cycle
which later made room for a successor labeled "politics."
(Wasn't there a major election this year?) It may have
all started with "Sunrise at Campobello"; then "the
gang was all here": "Fiorello," the little flower of New
York, whom not even an indifferent score could kill;
"the face of a hero," which, I'm sorry to report fell flat
on his face; and "the best man," who would be better
off taking good "advise" rather than "consent." And
this advice shou:d be heeded by the authors of political
plays who speculate on the keyhole interest of the public
and play verbal dice with such vital issues as a President's or politician's integrity.
There hasn't been a new playwright on Broadway
for quite some time. London, on the other hand, is
teeming with new talent. Thus, another wave is the
import of London hits which are so numerous that they
will provide food for Broadway for the next few seasons.
Only Benn W. Levy's "Rape of the Belt," a well written
satire on heroes and men of action based on the ninth
labor of Heracles, ran into critical barbed wire and died.
I reported on Brendan Behan's horseplay, "The Hostage," from London and have only to add that he embroidered his improvisations for Broadway with references to Nixon, Kennedy, Dorothy Kilgallen, and the
I.R.T. They added little to the fragmentary and
doubtful stature of this play. Among the best and most
endurable imports from London is Shelagh Delaney's
"A Taste of Honey" and now, with the season almost
having reached half time, it is so far the best play to
grace the Great White Way.
In a sordid environment "with a lovely view of th ~
gasworks" and a leaden-looking river we find a girl
growing up in a fatherless home, in a loveless world in
which her mother, a slut, withdraws her helping hand
when help is most needed. A passing Negro sailor succeeds in selling her the miracle of warmth for a few
hours; she accepts in order not to be alone at Christmas.
The result becomes obvious in the last act, and the
"' girl's loneliness is somewhat relieved by a homosexual
boy, an artist, who keeps her company and cares for her
in exchange for a home for himself. Then the mother
remembers her maternal duty- but only after her beau
had thrown her out - and returns to her child. She
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chases her daughter's homosexual friend out, the only
real friend this girl ever had.
Although the entire atmosphere is that of human
pettiness and dinginess, it is not a play of despair. "We
don't ask for life, we have it thrust upon us," is one of
the lines which could serve as a leitmotif for "A Taste
of Honey." Its people are very human, resigned in a
furious kind of way. At least, no one shouts his anger
at the world, no one wants to reform anyone, and in its
silent accusation of having to bear a world of misunderstandings and aloneness, it is the loudest protest I have
heard this season. Only once in a while there is a muffled cry. "It's simple, you live and die," says her "male"
big sister to her. And she retorts wirh a little statement
which, in a nutshell, contains her personal problem as
much as the problem of the world. "It's not simple.
It's chaos." Joan Plowright is the girl and proves with
this part that she is one of the great actresses of our time.
Anouilh's "Becket" has also come to us across the
sea, and either it lost something on its way, or it has
never been quite the great play as which it was heralded.
It deals with friendship and integrity, with the same
people but not the same problems Eliot treated in his
"Murder in the Cathedral." Eliot's is a lofty play interested in the conflict between State and Church and
in a man who chooses to obey God rather than please
the King. Anouilh went further than that. He introduced dormant racial differences by insinuating that
Becket may have descended from the Saxons and thus
be plagued by the misgivings of a man belonging to a
suppressed people but accepted by his conquerors.
Anouilh also made it obvious, sometimes too obvious,
that the great friendship of the King for Becket was
based on more than companionship and admiration.
The fault of the play may be less in the script- which
has beautiful, though wordy passages - than in the production, which made a flamboyant show of it, as if its
director, Peter Glenville, did not quite believe that the
play could speak for itself. Laurence Olivier, as Becket,
never found the motivating tone in Becket's change, and
Anthony Quinn, as the King, seemed to me a trifle too
coarse, but otherwise giving his part the vitality he
found in the playwright's words. A more sombre and
less garish staging might have given us a chance to discover and weigh the ideas presented. Perhaps it was
not necessary to dazzle us into acceptance. After all,
we might have found that Anouilh not only wrote an
interesting, but also a fine, play.
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From the Chapel

Living Sacrifices to God
BY THE REv. Juuus W. AcKER
Pastor of Trinity Lutheran Church
Hammond, Indiana
I beseech you, there.fore, brethren, by the mercies of God,
that ye present your bodies a living oo.crifice, holy, acceptable
unto God, which is your reasonab'le service. And be not conformed to this world, but be ye transformed by the. renewing of
your mind, that ye may prove what is that good and acceptable
and perfect will of God. For I say, through the grace given
unto me, to every man that is among you, not to think of himself more highly than he ought to think; but to think soberly,
according as God hath de.alt to every man the measure of faith.
For as we have many members in one body, and all members
have not the same office, so we, being many, are one body m
Christ, and everyone members one of another.
Romans 12 : 1-5

ACCORDING TO SOME, the spirit of sacrifice is
dead. If its demise has as yet not been generally
discovered, it is simply because its death notice has not
been officially declared, say they. Selfishness now reigns
as king.
To be sure, this is gross exaggeration. And yet, self·
ishness is an inborn human trait. The spirit of sacrifice
is not a natural quality. True humility and genuine
dedication to the service of God are the marks of the
consecrated Christian who has been reborn by the Spirit
of God. Even twice-born Christians need daily renewal
of their minds and spirits because so long as th~y live
in the world their sinful flesh breeds selfishness.
Recognizing this constant tug-of-war which goes on
in the heart of even the faithful disciples of the Lord,
the Apostle Paul exhorted the Christians in the congregation at Rome to present their bodies as living sacrifices to God.
The great apostle to the Gentiles was no starry-eyed
mystic. He was an intensely practical man. A noted
philosopher, he was also a profound student of human
nature. Moreover, his gift of divine inspiration allowed
him supernatural insights into the human heart. These
are reflected in the Scriptural selection before us.
To set the stage for his appeal, Paul reminds the
Roman Christians not to think too highly of themselves.
He declares, "For I say, through the grace given unto
me, to every man that is among you, not to think of
himself more highly than he ought to think." How
important this directive is. Man is innately proud.
Each of us is inclined to think more highly of himself
than he ought. Many a Christian has come to fall,
many a Christian congregation has been split, because
of lack of humility. As followers of Christ, we ought
to learn from our Lord in this respect. He did not hesi14

tate to break bread with publicans, to forgive repentant
harlots, to associate with fishermen along the banks of
the Lake of Galilee, nor in that climactic act of humility
in the Upper Room of Jerusalem to don a towel, take
a basin of water, and wash the feet of His disciples.
Similarly we, conscious of our personal faults, should
hot sit in judgment on the shortcomings of others.
SnolJbery has no place in the Christian communitv.
Forgiveness should be the hallmark of all our relationships with our fellowmen.
Although we are not to think more highly of ourselves than we ought, we must realize who we are. We
are members of the body of Christ. Paul points out.
"Think soberly according as God hath dealt to every
man the measure of faith. For as we have many members in one body, and all members have not the same
office, so we, being many, are one body in Christ." One
of Paul's favorite figures of speech to depict our relationship to our Lord is that of the human body. The
picture is this: all of us have a body; this body is made
up of a number of organs. So spiritually we are members of the body of Christ by faith. Sin has disturbed
our function as members of Christ's body. Now, as
when a malfunction of the body causes the head to feel
the pain, so Christ, our Head, took the agony of our
sin into Himself. He suffered it for us and restored
us as healthy members of His body.
As members of the body of Christ, all Christians also
are members one of another, Paul adds. Each performs
a vital function, whether great or small. Some are professors, doctors, lawyers, ministers, engineers, or scientists. Others are businessmen, bankers, politicians, laborers, students, housewives. Regardless of occupation, they are to perform their function according to
the measure of their endowments, for their service .-be it ever so humble - is essential to the common welfare. Neither are they to be at odds with one another.
To work at cross purposes is to destroy the concept of
joint membership in the body of ChriS't.
Intelligent and dedicated members of the body of
Christ will not go off on a tangent in their function because t}:ley understand their activity is their "reasonable
service," or "rational worship" of God. As the Head,
He is the coordinator of their service. To Him these
acts of worship are due because by the mercies of God
Christians are what they are.
Paul clarifies this by another figure of speech familiar
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to his readers. This relates to the temple sacrifices.
He appeals to them: "I beseech you, therefore, brethren,
by the mercies of God, that ye present your bodies a
living sacrifice, holy, acceptable unto God." In this
word picture the Christians are both priest and sacrifice. As the burnt offering in the temple sacrifice was
completely consumed, so they are to present themselves
with all that they are and have in an act of total commitment. Since they are members of the body of Christ
by faith, their sacrificial acts by the mercies of God in
Christ are holy and acceptable to the Father. As the
temple sacrifice was slain, so the Christians are "killed
all the day long" - as the Psalmist puts it - for Christ's
sake in a sacrificial life to God.
Do you realize that as living sacrifices you are to continue to offer yourselves to God, according to the measure of faith God bestows, and when you have been
consumed on one altar of the Lord you are to offer yourself on another and another?
All this has particular relevance to conditions in
Rome in Paul's day. Rome was noted for her wickedness and licentiousness. Drunkenness and gluttony,
adultery, vice, and crime were beginning to destroy
the foundations of Roman society, hastening the collapse of the Roman Empire, because the morals of the
people were rotten to the core. The populace was interested only in carnal enjoyment - bread for their
bodies and gory spectacles in the arena for their entertainment.
Against such a backdrop of perverted society Paul
pleads: "Be not conformed to the world, but be ye
transformed by the renewing of your mind, that ye may
prove what is that good and acceptable and perl"ect
will of God."
Are things different today? News reports feature accounts of crime and violence, excessive drinking and
immoderate feasting, adultery and obscenity of many
sorts. Materialism has so dominated the thought of the
world of our day that the masses are engaged in the
reckless pursuit of carnal lusts.
In that· social setting Paul urges us: "Don ' t live like
that. Don't be conformed to the sensual, wicked world
about you. Remember you are to offer yourselves as
holy, living sacrifices to God. Your bodies are the
temple of the Holy Spirit, Who would dwell within you.
Don't abuse your bodies as tools of sin."
Again, don't present yourselves to God, as one conformed to the world would give a sacrifice, by giving
to God merely what is left of your talents, your time,
and your treasure. Don't give to the Lord in the hope
that you will receive more in return. Don't pretend
to be giving your all to God when in reality you are
holding back part of your service, as did Anaz:tias and
Sapphira. Don't emulate the sons of Eli by discouraging others from a worthy offering by your evil conduct.
Rather, offer your lives as one who has been transformed by the Spirit of God through the renewing of
your mind.
JANUARY
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Letter from
Xanadu, Nebr.
---- 8 y

G.

G.----

Dear Editor:
Well, the circuit counselor was at our congregational
meeting tonight, putting the heavy hand on us for a
bigger contribution to Synod. It's late now and I'm
dog-tired, so maybe I oughtn't to be writing, but I
can't sleep riled up the way I am, so excuse me if I
sound a little bit extreme. That's just the way I feel.
I swear it always happens this way. Just about the
time I get to feeling real warm and good inside something like this has to happen. We had a wonderful
Christmas. The family was all together, the Christmas
programs were good, business was better than ever,
and the whole season was sort of rosy and comfortable.
In fact, I was telling the Missus just a couple of days
ago that I wished it could be Christmas every day with
Christmas trees and kids singing carols and everybody
acting decent for a change.
Well, you might say we got the commercial tonight.
Money, money, money. If there is anything worse than
a nagging wife it's a preacher talking about money.
Here I was in the mood for one more round of caroling
and instead we got the hard sell on hopeless heathens
and church expansion and a lot of other things that
spoil the whole spirit of the season. And then, of course,
comes the clincher: everybody dig down deeper and
come up with more of the long green.
Well, maybe I will and maybe I won't. Every time
I turn around somebody else has his hands in my pocket
and I'm getting tired of it. Maybe I shouldn't feel this
way, but it seems to me that the Church is going to
have to learn someday that money doesn't grow on
trees, and the thing you have to do when you haven't
got it is don't spend it. I've increased my church dues
every year since the War, and every year they come
back asking for more. WHERE IS THIS THING
GOING TO STOP?
I say let's be realistic about it. There always have
been heathen in the world and there always will be.
I'm sorry for them and I'm willing to do anything within reason to bring them the Gospel. But these last
two Synodical budgets have not been within reason.
We're trying to do too many things at once. · We're
acting like the world was going to end tomorrow.
Well, I'm not going to be stampeded. I'll give what
I figure I can afford to give, and that will be that.
Happy New Year (hah) G.G.
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Stuttgart -- Sillenbuch
- - - - - - - -- -- --

T HE PAR ISH CHUR CH in

- --

- - - -- 8 y

this suburban area of
Stuttgart shows what can be done by intelligent
cooperation between the pastor, Hermann Breucha; the
art historian, Dr. R udolf Mueller-Erb; and the architect,
Hans Herkommer. The building, which was erected
in 1952, faces south and, therefore, has a great deal of
light falling on the chancel window which is reproduced herewith.
The window represents the lamb in glory from the
Book of R evelation. Around the lamb are the four
Evangelists, while beneath the lamb the angel wafts
incense. The angels, or messengers of the seven churches, are found in the outside divisions of the window.
The artist for the window is William Geyer of Ulm.
His work shows the characteristic trend of so many of
the great modern artists who emphasize the deep blacks
and charcoal shades as they also appear in the chancel
windows of the Valparaiso Chapel as designed and executed by Peter Dohmen of Saint Paul, Minnesota.
The church itself is flat ceilinged with a coffered
treatment of the roof. The chancel is a little higher
and a little wider than the church nave and, therefore,
gives a feeling of great life and airyness to the entire
structure. The altar is a great block of black granite
with a carving of the fish and the acrostic lettering
IXTHUS. The altar and the tabernacle are the work of
the sculptor, H . 0. Hajek.
The entire plan fits beautifully into the landscape
and gives a feeling of solidity and strength while maintaining brightness and lightness both inside and out.
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The shades of the window give character to the entire
interior, which has sharp traces of light and color
through the carefully toned down windows h igh up on
both sides of the nave walls.
This church is a good example that the only regulative which governs the artist is the law of the project in
which he is involved. If this is ecclesiastical, then only
the church can honestly delineate what the demands of
the work are. This is done, not primarily through
rules and regulations, but, first of all, in making intelligible to the artist the life which the church has in
its teaching and liturgy - but also through its regulations. There are many things required for Holy Communion, Holy Baptism, orderly worship, music in the
church, etc., which can be governed by regulations
agreed upon as early as the Council of Nicaea in 787.
The double purpose of Church Art was stated in these
words - (1) "To build the House of God and adorn
it and (2) to help 'build up' the Faithful by this process." Empty ornamentation and meaningless "trim"
have, therefore, no purpose at all. The tradition ot
the church cannot be denied or passed by simply because of the ignorance of artists, architects, and clergy
concerning the meaning of form and symbols. Better
to borrow and imitate than to ignore and complacently
side-step the meaningful. Sillenbuch is surely not one
of the greatest churches but it is emphatically a good
example of cooperative planning and its resultant blessing.
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The Music Room

The Hifinatic at Work
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -- - - - - - - 8 y

NUMBER OF YEARS ago an enticing pastime inA vaded
the world of m usic. I call it "hi-fanticism."
"Hi-fi" is wonderful. But "hi-finaticism" is venomous.
How does this malady do its work?
Let me give you a few glaring examples.
A discophile has purchased an excellent "hi-fi" recording of Ludwig van Beethoven's Eroica Symphony.
He plays it on his homemade or custom-made phonograph. When he comes to the third movement, the
disease which I call "hi-finaticism" prompts him to
bring out the horns with much greater power. It is
easy for him to do so. Nothing more is required than
the manipulat:on of a gadget or two. The "hi-finatic's"
face is aglow with joy as he asks, "Don't those horns
sound remarkably fine?" Maybe Charles Munch or
Bruno Walter is conducting the symphony. What of
it? "I want the horns to be more prominent," says the
"hi-finatic." So he "hi-fis" the horns into the prominence his little heart desires. Then he licks h is chops.
How wonderful! But what unspeakable distortion!
Next our "hi-finatic" plays a recording of Peter
Ilyich Tchaikovsky's Fourth. When the third movement - where pizzicato holds sway as nowhere else in
symphonic music - comes rolling around on the turntable, the "hi-finatic" makes up his mind to bring the
lower strings to the fore. The gadgets do his bidding,
and once more he gets the kind of distortion that makes
him leap for joy.
He has what he wants, no matter
who the conductor is or what Tchaikovsky intended.
His main interest is sound as such. The composition
itself is by no means his primary concern. He insists
on being the conductor - and the composer.
In one part of the slow movement of Antonio Dvorak's Symphony from the New World our "hi-finatic"
brings out the double basses with a booming twang
that almost makes the welkin ring. This is what he
wants. Hang Dvorak and the conductor! The piccolo
is too shrill for him in the third movement of Tchaikovsky's Fourth. So he tones it down.
Our dyed-in-the-wool "hi-finatic" can make sound
ascend to empyrean heights and descend to the lowest
depths. His gadgets work miracles. He can emphasize
and suppress at will. But what happens to the poor
music? It suffers. And how it suffers!
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In many respects "hi-fi" is a great blessing. So is
stereo. But "hi-fi" is by no means an u nmixed blessing.
In more than one instance it does far more harm than
goad. "Hi-finatics" evidently do not realize that mere
sound, no matter how beautiful or exciting, is not
synonymous with music.
Nevertheless, I must continue to emphasize the vast
importance of "hi-fi" in recorded sound. When used
with discretion and proper discrimination, it is a boon.
Otherwise it is either a fascinating pastime or a bore.
When I listen to the fine concerto Dvorak wrote for
'cello and orchestra, I want to be able to be fully aware
of the masterly skill with which the composer saw to it
that the orchestra does not submerge the solo instrument in blasts upon blasts of sound when the two play
simultaneously. After all, "hi-fi" is "hi-fi" only when _
it reproduces the human voice or instrumental tone as
faithfully as science is capable of doing and when it presents the artistry of a singer, a player, or a conductor
as truthfully as possible. "Hi-fi" stunts do not interest
me as a musician. But they do interest me as one
who never ceases to marvel at the wonders science
can work.
So far as I myself am concerned, I set my face like
flint against "hi-finaticism." Now and then, however,
I am inclined to suspect that even "hi-finaticism" can
do a great deal of good here and there. Maybe it
sometimes prompts its addicts to scratch their heads in
thought and ask, "Why must we be concerned primarily
with the stunts 'hi-fi' has made possible? Why should
we not use it properly and let it lead us into the wonderland of music?"

Some Re ce nt Rec ord ings
PETER ILYICH TCHAIKOVSKY. Suite from Swan Lake.
Suite from The Sleeping Beauty. Polonaise from Eugene Onegin.
Sinfonie-Orchester de•r Nationailen Philharmonie Warschau under
Witdld Rowicki. This music reta~ns its appeal in spite of much
snide faultfinding. The perfoi'IIllances - recorded in stereo are praiseworthy. Deutsche Grammophon Gese-llschaft. - WOLFGANG AMADEUS MOZART. Concerto for Piano and Orchestra, in E Flat Major (K. 482). JOSEPH HAYDN. Concerto
for Piano and Orchestra, in D Major, Op. 21. Jor~ Demus,
pianist, and the Radio Symphony Orchestm of Berlin under
Franz-Paul Decker. Sensitive artistry. Excelle.nt stereo reproductions. Deutsche Grammophon Gcsellschaft.
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BOOKS OF THE MONTH
The Book of Concord
Translated and edited by Theodore G. Tappert (Muhlenber-g, $7.50 )
The importance of this book and of its
appearance in this new English translation
at this time in the history of the Lutheran
chwrch in Amercia can hardly be overemphasized. The Book of Concord contains
the confessional writings of the Lutheran
church. These are the documents which,
with some variation, are accepted by Lutherans throughout the world as the standard of faith and of teaching in the Lutheran church.
The Lutheran church has always been
a confessing chwrch.
Those Christians
who joined with Luther in the Reformation
of the church in Northern Germany joined
with all Christians in the West in accepting
the Apostles, the Nice·ne, and the Athanasian creeds. When those Christians who
followed the leade,rship of the Roman
Pope separated themselves from the evangelical reformation, they accused the reformers of denying these creeds. The Augsburg Confession (1530) was written to
prove these accusations false and to demonstrate the evangelical cha.rn.cter of the reforms.
This document was attacked as
herNical by the papists and ·i t was defended by its primary author, Phillip Melanchthon, in the Apology (defense} of the
Augsburg Confession ( 1531).
In 1536 the Lutherans were invited to
attend a general council to discuss the Reformation of the church. The council was
never held. In preparation for this council, however, Luther drew up a briei series
of doctrinal statements known as the Smalcald Articles named after the city in
which they were presented for discussion.
At this time ( 153 7) Melanchthon prepared a Treatise on the Power and Primacy
of the Pope which was intended to serve
as an appendix to the Apology of the Augsburg Co·nfession.
These documents together with Luther's Small and Large
Catechisms, were during the lifetime of
Luther generally accepted as a definitive
statement of the position of the Evangelical
Lutheran Church.
After Luther's death, however, Melanchthon attempted to revise this doctrinal posiUnder his influence, col'ioctions of
tion.
confessions presenting his theology were
adopted as the norm of teaching in many
Lutheran territories. The documents written by Luther WCII'e ordinarily excluded.
This change was opposed by many theologians who remained true to the original
jANUARY
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position of ·the Augsburg Confession · and
of Luther's Catechisms. Beginning already
in the late 60's and the early 70's they began to prepare a comprehensive statement
of Lutheran doctrine which would guard
the earlier confessions against misinterpretation by the Melanchthon school. This
document, The Formula of Concord, was
completed in 1577. Then ·i n 1580 thesP.
coHected documents were published in the
Book of Concord. The purpose of their
publication is clearly stated in the Preface:
"A·s indicated above, our disposition
and intention has always been directed
towa;rd the goal that no other doctrine
be treated and taught ·i n our lands,
territories, schools, and churches than
that alone which is based on the Holy
Scriptures of God and is embodied in
the Augsburg Confession and its
Apology, correctly understood, and that
.no doctrine be permitted entrance
which is contrary to these. To this end
the present agreement was proposed,
purposed, and undertaken . . . We desire particularly that the young men
who are being trained for service in
the church and for the holy ministry
be faithfully trained and diligently
instructed therein, so that the pure
teaching and confes~ion of the faith
may be preserved and perpetuated
among our posterity through the help
and assistance of the Holy Spirit until
the glorious advent of our only R edeemer and Saviour Jesus Christ."
(p. 12)
The earnestness of those who prepared this
statement is best stated in their own words.
"By the he'l p of God's gmce we, too,
intend to persist in .this confession until
our blessed end and to appear before
the judgment seat of our Lord Jesus
Christ with joyful and fearless hearts
and consciences." (p. 9)
Thfl documents contained in the Book
of Concord are the standards of preaching
and rteaching in the Lutheran church. They
are not as one might expect, howeve·r, dry
and .technical theological treatises. They
are, on the oontrary, somfl of the clearest
and most exciting theological statements
prepared since the Reformation. American
Lutherallls are deeply indebted to ·the translators and the publishers who have made
them available in such a ,readable, accurate,
and scholarly translation. We would recommend them without hesitation both
to the layman who desires to know what

his church actually teaches and to the pastor
who has vowed to ·•teach according to them
but who may have found the study of the
older and more cumbersome translations
an unnecessarily difficult chore. The Book
of Con cord deserves to · lbe less sworn to
and more carefuHy read and studied.
From the above it should be clear that the
publicaJtion of this new translation has significance not only for the inner life of the
Lutheran church but also for our relationships ·to other Christians. At this crucial
time in our history when we are see·k ing to
understand our position within a pluralistic
society this new translaJtion provides Lutherans with an indispensable guide for
their discussions with other Christians. We
suspect many religious discussions would
be more fruitful for the life of the church
and of the individual if ·the participants
had a richer and more precise understanding
of their own position and the relationship of
this position to t!he Gospel of Jesus Christ.
This translation is edited by Theodore
G. Tappe11t who also pal1ticipMed in the
work of translation. The other translators
are J 'a roslav ]. Pe.Ji•kan, Robert H. Fisher,
and Alrthur C. Piepkorn.
These names
alone guarantee accuracy and the readability of the rtranslation. To name them
is to give -the book the highest possible recommendation.
The translators have not hesitated to replace t·r aditionai 'translations with more
meaningful ones. E.g. Reu's suggestion for
the ·translation of "dass" in Luther's explanation of the commandments in the Small
Catechism as "so" rather than "so that"
has been adopted; and ·tlhe "use" (usus)
of the Law (FC, Art VI) is now the "function" of the laJW.
As in any first edition of such a massive
translation rthere are bound to be a few
things which could be revised in a later
edition. Like Oliver Twist, I'd Eke some
more.
I think that both the historical introductions and the footnotes should be expanded.
The confessions are historical documents.
They cannot be understood without some
awareness of the situation in which they
were written. Although •t he present introductions and footnotes give some of the
necessary information, more extensive information would immeasurably increase the
usefulness of this edition.
I tlhink extensive surveys of rthe English
literature which is available both on the
Book of Concord itself and on individual
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sections should be included. The reason
given for omitting them (p. vi), that the
primary concern has been to produce as
accurate a translation as possible, is a non
sequitur. Nothing hdps understanding ~o
much as a discussion of various possibilities.
I would also like to see a more consistent
editorial policy.
Perhaps an edition of suc:h monumental
significance for the life of the church should
have been edited by a group of editors
rruther than by one man. Since Lutheran
pastors are expected to bind themselves to
these confession with an oath, the churches
have the responsibility of providing them
with every possible tool for their understanding. I have only been able to make
spot checks on the translation. The results
indicate, however, that the translation
should be carefully reconsidered by a group
of men as soon as possible in order that a
definitive text may be arrived at.
The following remarks are intended to
serve as documentation for this concern.
On page 342, 1 (the second number refers to the section numbers in the margin)
the text of the first commandment in the
Small Catechism is accompanied by a footnote which points OU't that other editions
of the catechisms sometimes give the first
commandment in a different form . The
footnote le-aves the impression that this is
a matter of indifference. Actually it was a
matter of great concern to Luther himself.
This same footnote states that the text of
the ·ten commandments is taken from Exodus 20 and Deutc.ronomy 5.
That is,
generally speaking but only generally speaking, true. Luther's catechism does not attempt to achieve ~lavish conformity to either
text. There is, therefore, no justification
for changing the text of the third commandment to agree with the text of Exodus 20.
To make this change whether on the basis
of the Latin translation which has no official standing or on a rather tenuous connection between the German "Feiertag" and
the Hebrew "Sabbath" (both reasons given
by the footnote) r epresents an unwarranted
mvision of the text of an official document.
The similar change in the text of the tenth
commandment is justified by a footnote referring to the Latin translation ( 344, 19).
If it is necessary to add the text of the
Latin tmnslation, then the Latin should be
footnoted and the official text retained in
the translation.
The translation of the explanrution to the
first article (p. 345, 2 ) replaces Luther's
word creature with the phrase "all that
exists." Does God exist? Does evil? Luther's "eye>S and ears," "drink," and "shoes"
are simply omitted. Luther's "wife and
child" are condensed to "family" and his
"fields, cattle, and all goods" becomes
" property." Certainly •these translaions do
not destroy the general sense of the original.
They arc, however, that kind of
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emendaJtion which should not be permitted
in the text of an official document.
An examination of articles V and VI of
the Solid Declaration in · the Formula of
Concord reveals a similar freedom over
against the text. On page 560, 11 the German text gives the LMin phrase opus
alienum ut faciat opus proprium and th en
translates this phrase into German. The
English translation simply omits the Latin
phrase. The editorial policy on page 444,
11 whe.re a similar Latin phrase is reprinted
in the English text and then is translated
is preferable.
The use of the RSV text for the translation of Bib'l ical material sometimes obscur~s the point of the confessions.
Thus
the statement in the Formula of Concord
which describes the Law as a "preaching
of condemnation" and the Gospel as a
"preaching of righteousness" which "gives
the Spirit" becomes a distinction between
a "dispensation of condemnation" and a
"dispensation of righteousness . . . and of
the Spirit." Whatever one may feel about
the meaning of the Greek word used b y
Paul (diakonia, service or ministry), there
is quite a difference be.tween the original' s
"preaching" and the translations's "dispensation." This is especially true in view
of the fact that "dispensation" has become a
technical term in American theology and
is associated with a theological position quite
opposed to that of the Formula of Concord.
One minor confirmation of the shift can be
seen in a way in which the translation fuses
the preaching of righteousness and giving
of the spirit under one concept "dispensation" so that the original's distinction is obscured. The impression is left that the
Spirit is not involved in the "preaching of
the law."
That appears to be more than accidental
mistranslation. The translation of Article
VI shows a further development of the same
theok>gical tendency. The nature of th e
third function of the law is admittedly a
dispu•ted point among LU'thera n theologians.
Precisely for that reason, howeve r, more
cautious treatment of the official text
mig:>. have been expected. On page 563, 1
the Dresden edition of 1580 inserts "3." into
•the original manuscripts. That it should
be included in the translation is understandable; that footnotes referring to this sort of
variation are missing is not, especially when
other footnotes carefully document variations in unofficial edirion and translations.
The Latin translation also expands the German text. The translation is a conflat:::
reading: "learn from the law to live and
walk in the law." A footnote directs the
reader's atte ntion •to the fact that the original text has no words corresponding to
"learn from the law to."
It makes no
cxplanacion of this revision of the text. Nor
does it point out that the Latin reads "are
taught by the law," which carries a slightly

different emphasis than "learn from the
law." Since the office of the law is tv
"kill," the difference between active and
passive contact with the law is potentially
at least of great significance.
On page 565, 8 two sentences are incompletely translated : The quotation from
Romans 7 : 18 is incomplete (add: "that is,
in my flesh "} and the words "I do not
know what I do" are omittted before the
quotation of Romans 7: 19. Here the translators adopt the German editors' reference
to Romans 7: 19.. In many wa ys, Romans
7: 15 would be more appropriate.
On page 566, 12 the translation reads:
"when because of the flesh they are lazy,
negligent, and recalcitrant, the Holy Spirit
reproves them through the law."
The
trans!Jators treat the German "do" (da) as
referring to a hypothetical possibility which
is sometimes fulfilled with the result that
the Holy Spiri-t sometimes fulfills His twofold office of putting to death through the
law and making alive through the Gospel
simultaneously. The sense of the original
seems to be somewhat different. "Do" ;s
not only "if" but "since". This is the
regular thing. And the Holy Spirit always
carries out both offices together.
Admittedly, such a careful revision and
the addition of much more extensive textual
historical informacion would - like Oliver's
second bowl of soup - be an arduous and
expensive und0rtaking. There is no better
answer to that objection than th e Preface
to the monume·ntal text of the same book
published in its second edition under the
auspices of the EvangeJical Church of Germany. That preface states that this edition was subsidized both by the Germa n
churches and by the National Lutheran
Council (U.S.A. ) .
In addition: "The
publishers have not only foregon e all profit
but have also waived the reoturn of a part
of their costs." The absence of such a
note in the equally-priced American edition speaks volumes. American Lutherans,
h ave as much right as Germans to as ade·
quate an edition of their confessions as it is
possible for modern scholarship to produce.
Our synods and denominational publishers
have the responsibility to provide it.

GENERAL
LITERATURE AND THE
AMERICAN TRADITION
By Leon Howard (Doubleday, $4.50)

Professor Howard, of U .L.C.A., has done
in 329 pages what most critics and historians
of American literature have failed to do
in twice that length:
he has written a
comprehensive history of American literature
while at the same time proposing a specific
pattern and direction which is, in its way,
uniquely American. Only an imaginative
scholar and skillful writer can do both m
one book. Professor Howard's success in
this difficult task is 1mpressive.
THE CRESSET

The book was begun in an attempt "to
discover and define . • . the distinctively
American qualities of a seemingly incongruous group of nineteenth-century writers who
were strongly affected by the European literary tradition yet maintained an independent existence within it." Later, the
author lectured in "various universities in
Japan, ·E ngland, France, and the Scandinavian countries," and found that foreigners
were confused by American literature because •the raw facts did not often seem reconcilable to the image of America which
prevailed abroad. This is not a new problem, but Professor Howard addresses himself to it with considerably more sympathy
and insight than do most Americans.
The book is divided into four sections,
logically, on the basis of the development
pattern. Part One, "Background and Beginning ( 1608-1828) ," is most valuable
for its discussions of the Puritans and their
oontrubution to the pattern of American
thought. I do not know of any other similar discussion which is as thorough and
yet concise as this one. Part Two, "The
Achievement
( 1829-1867) ," deals with
those nineteenth-century writers who first
formed the basis for this study.
It is
during this period that, paradoxicall y,
American writers became uniquely American in spite of the fact ·that they were still
immersed in European traditions.
By the latter part of the nineteenth century, then, there was already an American
tradition, although many critic-historians
have denied this fact. In Part Three, "The
Tradition (1868-1929)," Professor Howard
deals with "The Search for R eality," "Society and the Individual," and "Tradition i;:l
the Twenties." Finally, Part Four, "The
Test ( 1930-) ," examines recent literature
in the light of the established tradition and
establishes a kind of theme which at once
pulls the entire history of American literature together and also indicates furth er direction.
To Professor Howard's credit, he comes
to his conclusions through not only the conventional works long recognized b y critics,
but also through the Western, the detective
story, the scie·nce-fiction novel, and Wright
Morris, all unjustly neglected by serious
critics. We might wish that Howard had
done more with these materials, but at least
he has used them.
His conclusion is brief,
simple, and plausible: American literature
culminates in the mid~twentieth century in
"a belief in the creative power of the human spirit to endure and prevail and to exist
in the meanest and queerest of individuals."
This belief, says Howard, has been expressed romantically by Wallace Stevens,
rhetorically by Hemingway, inferentially b)'
Faulkner, and through sardonic understatement by Wright Morris. He might have
adde-d (had he been familiar with him)
that most of the work of Frederick Manfred.
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which I continue to praise at every chance,
also deals explicitly with this belief.
(Perhaps it wc;mld not be too immodest
to mention that this entire theme was suggested as early as 1955 in The Cresset, January issue, pages 16-20.)
In a book of this kind, short and brief
in spite of its relative comprehensiveness,
many important matters are necessarily
slighted. One that shows up immediately
here is Fenimore Cooper's dilemma, which,
had it been properly analyzed, would have
suggested further ways and means of
dealing more significantly with the twentieth-century Western novel.
Nevertheless, Howard is exceedingly clear
in following the development of an American tradition.
This kind of study has
been needed for a long time, a concise yet
adequate treatment of what is really American in our literature. It is not a question of flag-waving; it is, rather, a matter
of giving to the American writer his due.
Of course his early historical background
is British but too many historians have
been willing to let it remain there. Howard
is not anti-British, but he speaks clearly
to those who have been anti-American, and
they are many. He speaks so easily, in
fact, <thaJt the unwary reader (and this includes some of the profe5sionals) may slide
over significant points. One of his early
reviewers, generally competent, did just this.
But there is much in Literature and the
American Traditions thaJt is exciting and
fresh and which will provide us with a wellestablished foundation from which to expand into more specific studies of smaller
areas of American literature. Altogether,
Professor Howard's book is valuable in its
approach, its concept, and its style, all precise and clean. Highly recommended.
I AM MY BROTHER

By John L ehmann (Reyna!, $5.00)
At its worst, I Am My Brother is more
au:obiograph y. Lehmann has already published one volume on his own life, and, in
a sense, the same element in this new book
is superfluous.
And yet, it is difficult for an author to
keep himself out of a book which deals
with his friends, his literary groups, and
the people who are a part of his profession.
Perhaps, then, it is better to say that the
book at its best is a spiri.tual history of
wartime England, with emphasis upon literary people.
L ehmann is editor of The London Maga<(ine. During World War II he was editor
of New Writing for Penguin Books. His
sister Rosamond is a novelist; a second sister is on the stage. Thus, by way of his interests, his profession, and his family, Lehmann belongs to the literary circles of
London.
I Am My Brother contains informal literary portrai·ts of such distinguished writers

as T. S. Eliot, the Woolfs, E. M. Forster,
W. H. Auden, and Stephen Spender. But
perhaps more important for us in America
(because we can find dozens of informative
books and articles on Eliot and the rest) is
the look a:t what was developing among new
young writers, and minor writers, in England during and following the war. The
"unknowns" make up the most important
part of the book. We are exposed to literary undercurrents not available elsewhere.
The tide of the book, "I Am My Brother," indicates the concern which Lehmann
had for young writers, for it is from a poem
by one of them - a young Greek, Demetrios
Capetanakis.
As serious literary criticism, this book is
less than successful. But it doesn't seem that
Lehmann intended his work to be critical in
the full sense of the word. He has written an
informal, sometimes anecdotal, history of
writers, publishings, and wartime manners.
Lehmann is at the center of it all, and so
his approach cannot avoid the autobiographical. However, the book is most interesting
for its information on writers whom we
don't know very well in the U.S. And,
miracle though it be, the-re is a workable
and complete index, so that the book can
actually be used.
THE NATIONAL PURPOSE

(Holt, Rinehart & Winston, $2 .95 cloth
or $1.50 paper)
These ten short essays, which average
eightec·n pages each, originally were published simultaneously in Life Magazine and
in newspapers (notably the New York
Times) throughout our country as part of
a series illustrating America in crisis at midcentury, especially as an urgent summon~
to return to the deoar thinking and moral
grandeur on which the United States was
founded. Each participant in this debate
wisely avoids politics; bu't why, in an election year, select specifically these ten distinguished pe-rsons w'hen (at •l east in this
reviewer's opinion) other writers wrote as
well and perhaps more to the point in the
same series, e.g. Richard Nixon? Reprinted
here are John K. Jessup, Adlai Stevenson,
Archibald MacLeish, David Sarnoff, Billy
Graham, John W. Gardner, Clinton Rossiter, Albert Wohlstetter, James Reston, and
Walter Lippmann.
The overall impression is rhat today we
suffer from a frustrating lack of someone
or something to blame. We know that the
t~mes are out of joint, but we cannot put
our finger on why! Our madaise is similar
to the current uneasiness about our lack of
academic purpose: everyone agrees that we
appear to have lost it, but no one convincingly asserts where to look for it or
even what it actually looked like. In the
words of Wohlstetter,
Nor will the answer come to us in a
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·dream. I suspect that in the wide
range of activities we must undertake,
dreaming will require the least discipline and the least attention to diet.
Our problem is more like that of training for a steep, rocky climb. If, as we
are told, America is no longe-r a youth,
we may yet hope to exploit the advantages of maturity : strength, endurance,
judgment, responsibility, freedom from
the extr~mes of optimism and pessimism - and ste-adiness of purpose.
H erein can be seen the glaring weakness
-of necessarily popular style, namely its
fondness for loose because undefined generaJizations.
The best single statement in this book is
that by Lippmann:
The remedy, then, will not be found in
the restatement of our ideals, however
resounding the rhetoric.
It will be
found in the innovation of the political
formulae, the ooncrete measures, the
practical programs, by which our
ideals can be r ealized in the greatly
changed world we now live in. I feel
sure that innovators will appear with
the new genera tion that is rising to
power. For it is not the nation which is
old, but only its leaders.
PETER THE GREAT

By Ian Grey (J. B. Lippincott Co.,
$7 .50 )
Ian Grey' s books is billed as the first
sig nificant biography of Peter the Great
done in English in the twentieth century.
The author presents a sympathetic, but
.fairly well-balanced, account of Peter
the man and his work.
Two major concerns dominate this biography :
to follow Peter's long contest
with Charles XII of Swed e-n, and to recount ·t he reforms and innovations which
Peter introduced to modernize his state.
In tracing the protracted struggle with
Charles XII, the author's sympathy clearly
lies with Peter. Charles emerges not as a
daring young military genius, but as a
rather foolish, head-strong monarch ob;essed with militarism. And, on the other
ha nd, Mr. Grey sees military r ealism and
prudence as the basis for some of Peter's
actions which have inspired charges of
cowardice.
Discussing Peter's •l ifelong effort a t r eform, author Grey achieves the fin est
balance of his work. H e sees Peter as
hastener of a modernizMion that was alr eady be-ginning in Russia beginning
very slowly, but nevertheless beginning.
The writer follows Peter closely on his
travels in Europe, maintaining, however,
that the emperor was seloctive in his borrowings from Western Europe.
Finally,
Mr. Grey does not over-estimate the effects
of Peter 's reforms ; he empl)asize-s the corrupt administra tion, the dearth of techni-
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dans, and the innate conservativism of the
Russian masses which made •l asting reform
exceedingly difficult.
A biography of Peter is not an e-asy job
for one must cope with a personality full
of enigmas. Unfortunately the author is
not the psychologist-historianJbiographer
Peter deserves; however, Grey does offer
some penet-rating suggestions, for instance,
thaJt Peter's cruelty m suppressing the
streltsi revolt of 1698 may have been pa rtly
motivated by the bloody streltsi revolt
Peter had witnessed as a chi·ld.
In dealing with Pete-r and women, Mr.
Grey does not ignore the pathetic history
of Peter's first wife, nor the affair with
Anna Mons; but the author obviously prefers to put more stress on Peter' s attachm ent to Catherine, dismissing probable
promiscuity even during this attachment
as merely affairs of the moment.
In the matter of mechanics, Mr. Grey' s
book suffers on several counts. For whatever reason, the a uthor and / or publisher
eliminated maps, charts, and pictures. It
is a serious omission for a work in which
hundreds of pages are devoted to military
campaigns and in whi ch the profusion of
tsarevni, mistresses, children, and advisors
reaches the proportions apparently inherent in any book about Russia.
Gitations seem thorough enough ; however
the author has chosen to include much incidental, though very interesting, material
with the bare citation, the whole mass tht'n
being grouped together following the text.
One is thus faced with the unsa tisfacto ry
alternatives of either ignoring this extra
material, constant flipping back and forth,
or reading the footnot es separately as a
unit.
Though the organization of the book
poses few problems for the reader, at times
one feels very strongly the need for a comprehensive summing up. Such a section or
sections would have enabled the r eader to
grasp the scope of Peter's work in more
concrete terms.
Russian history can be treme·ndously exciting drama ; Mr. Grey seems to have a
feeling for this. His book, though certainly
not the definitive biography, is an interesting and useful one.
ALAN

GRAEBNER

THE CONSUMER'S MANIFESTO

By Mario Pei (Crown, $2 .50)
In the world postulated by classical economics supply and demand fun ctioned to
provide the consumer with the best of
everything at the lowest possible price. In
our world, populated by monopolists, oligopolists, and trade unions, supply and demand still function; but the consequences
in this kind of world are often deplorable
from the consumer's standpoint. Mario Pei
thinks it's time to do more than m erely
deplore. H e calls for organization of the

United Consumers of America, a third
force "in the wars between capital and
labor," a force which can secure for the
general public the advantages of a competitive market in the absence of such a market,
while at the same time preserving the American system of free private enterprise.
Mr. Pei is a professor of romance
philology. Don' t let that put you off. His
fee•t are squarely on the ground. He's aware
of the difficulties inherent in his program,
and we were frankly impressed with the
practical steps which he suggests for overcoming them. The book can easily be read
in two hours. And the price is moderate.
Sounds like a build-up. And it is. Nonetheless we aren' t going to close with an
admonition to buy, r ead, and start organizing. We are reluctant respector's of G alahad's Law: "My strength is as the strength
of ten, because m y intere·st's sure." That's
the text. The sermon will be brief.
We're all consumers. But we're aoJI producers, too.
(Mr. Pei doesn't fully appreciate this fact.) Our producer interest
is more narrowl y fo cused, and therefore we
only get really excited when it is adversely
affected.
Our welfare as consumers depends on so many small and insignificant
decisions, in any one of which our in·t erest
is obscure, that our consumer position is
nibbled away without a fight.
It's sinful and selfish and all tha t. But
you can't get around original sin. However,
if a nyone forms a local chapter of UCA,
we'll join. Just don't schedule the meetings for Tuesday because that's the evening
a group of us will be getting together to
discuss ways a nd means of putting on pressure for faculty salary increases.
THE SNAKE HAS ALL THE LINES

By Jean K err (Doubleday, $3.50)
Mrs. Kerr accomplishe-s the improbable
by producing a second book as funny as her
first. As was true of the earlier, there isn' t
any category into whi ch these later bram
children fit without considerable Procrustean effort. Either "articles" or "informal
essays" sounds almost pompous in comparison to the helter-skelter effect, wt'il sprinkled
with hilarity, of her comments on life, love,
and the arts in these United States.
If parody is plagiarism, as was recently
ruled in one law court, both the Ladies'
Home Journal and Vladimir Nabokov have
cause for suit a gainst Mrs. K err. One of
the funniest chapters in this book is entitled, " Can This Romance Be Saved?
Lolita and Humbert Consult a Ma rriage
Counselor."
However, it see-ms unlikely
that anyone will get huffy with the irrepressible author. While she has accura te
aim, and an excellent supply of slings and
arrows, none is poisoned; in faot, none infli cts a painful wound.
The pervasive quality of Jean Kerr's
wit and good humor is almost as potent as
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that of the little candle which long ago was
said to shine "like a good deed in a naughty
world."
PROSPERO'S CELL and REFLECTIONS
ON A MARINE VENUS

By Lawrence Durrell (Dutton, $5.00)
Both of these pieces, the one an account
of Durrell's years on Corfu and the other a
record of his life on Rhodes, pre-date the
book to which they are companions, Bitter
Lemons, in which Cyprus was the subject.
The deserved and sudden success of the
author's "Alexandrian Quartet," the fourdecker novel, has convinced publishers they
should reprint mos.t of Durrell's earlier
works.
His affection for the lands and the people
of the eastern Mediterranean, and particularly for the islands of Corfu and Rhodes,
is apparent in every line. These are not
guide books, but are rather loving accounts
of the customs and traditions, the legends
.and the history, and the joys and sorrows
of the Greeks, written in a superlative and
poetic style.

FICTION
A NUMBER OF THINGS

By Honor Tracy (Random House, $3.95)
As soon as you finish reading your
Cresset, gallop to the telephone and begin
n egotiMions for the Joan, r ental, or even
purchase of A Number of Things. If all
else fails, don't hesitate to steal a copy.
You will doubtless be allowed to read it in
jail (compensation enough) and probably
when your trial comes up you can successfully plead that the bookstore displaying
this volume in its window is guilty of
harboring what the legal beagles call "an
attractive nuisance," and is therefore to
blame for your straying from the straight
and narrow. Beware! There is no turning back. Once start this book and you
are committed to follow the fortunes of
Henry Lamb to the last word - alas, only
248 pages after the first.
Henry is sent
from London to Trinidad as a roving reporter for a little avant-garde literary publication. The magazine thinks Henry's recent novel courageousiy voices social protest; Henry thinks the magazine (Torch,
incidentally) reall y wants honest, unslanted
news stories from its reporter. Both are
mistaken.
As a novelist, Honor Tracy possesses
some Dickensian traits, such as an inva},iably felicitous choice of personal names,
an ability to make each preposterous character among the wild variety included in
her book p erfectly credible, and narrative
style, where deliciously funny phrases
abound, more numerous than raisins in a
shoo-fly pie.
Happily, there is no symbolism in the
novel.
However, it isn't just a merry
jANUARY
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romp through the Caribbean area. During
all this good, clean fun, the author is using
high-octane satire. Sometimes she merely
applies it gently to the skin of her victims;
sometimes she makes it the chief ingredient of a Molotov cocktail. In all probability, resultant discomforts include wounded
sensibilities among active Trinidadians, and
varying degrees of dudgeon among English
government circles, social uplift workers,
and cultural representatives.
In A Number of Things there is a book
reviewer who requires "but two things from
the novelist's art, a rattling good yarn or
a jolly good laugh." Here are both in one
book. What could be more delightful?
THE FEAR MAKERS

By Wilfrid Schilling (Double-day, $3.95)
This is an emotionally charged account
of the experiences of one Alfred Link in
1956 while he was he'ld prisoner .for somewhat under two weeks pending investigation
of charges that he had in 1945 - that is,
eleven years before, at the time of the occupation of Germany - assaulted a Nazi
prisoner and stolen from him certain articles, including a gold watch. In the process of making his statement to the court
officials Link relives many of the harrowing events which he had witnessed or in
which he had taken part as informant to
the Fre-nch at the close of the war. The
story ends after Link's release on a pessimistic note: despite a sense of relief at this
minor triumph over injustice, he despairs
of ever being ab:e to enjoy freedom to live
and work in Germany and yet dooms himself to the hopeless task of staying on to
fight "the old enemy" (the Nazis) in his
homeland. In a weird fantasy at the end
of the book he and his wife watch a column
of tailors' dummies with faces of papier
mache march through the moonlight devouring like sharks the flesh of an antiNazi who has had the courage to attack
them and tossing his skeleton off into the
darkness.
If the au thor of The Fear Makers intends,
as the title suggests, to describe the psychological effect of the distrust, the fears, and
the hatred aroused and nurtured through
the post-war years in Germany in individuals of various political hues, then he has
succeeded: on the one hand he shows the
lengths to which fear of denunciation drives
those desperately trying to hide their Nazi
past; on the other, the equally distrustive
fear of reprisal in those who, because of
their cooperation with foreign powers, had
earned the name of traitor and fell easy
prey to unscrupulous personal enemies.
The novel is purportedly a narration of
the author's own experiences. This seems
to be borne out by biographical information
on the author. Schilling was, according to
his own statement, in the resistance movement from 1943 on, was denounced in 1956

and held prisoner while the charges were
investigated. In Schilling's case, the unsavory character who organized the witnesses to testify agains.t him was his own brother, seeking revenge after a feud over inheritance. The biography of the author and
the life of hero Link diverge, however, at
the end of the story. The book's hero decides to stay and fight ·t he Nazis in his
homeland, whatever the cost may be to
him personally·. Schilling, after being attacked in the press and threatened by
anonymous letters, feJ.t that the only course
open to him was to ·leave Germany.
Some·what puzzling is the implication in
the author's preface that the Fear Makers
is written as a warning that Nazism is on
the rise again in Germany. If Schilling
sincerely intends his book to be an urgent
warning, then one would question the
level of appeal of his story and the effectiveness of his presentation of the problem.
One might ask:
why then does he discredit his severest criticism of German
democracy by having the bitterest invectives
mouthed by a character in an irrational
state of depression, holding conversations
with a "beast" called "jail-madness," who
was "mauling" him, against whom he defended himself by noting "any happenings
outside the routine in the yellowing margin of an old newspaper. He had scribbled
over and over it, so his remarks would
never be noticed"? If Schilling's theme
is, as is suggested in the preface: beware
the Nazis, who, for all their ostensible
support of democratic institutions, are
Nazis still to the core, why does he depict
the scoundre-l Meierheim, who was responsible for organizing the witnesses against
hero Link, not as a loyal Nazi, but as
several times a turncoat - Nazi, Communist, non-political, as necessity demanded?
Perhaps of more importance: how does it
happen, if, as his character Link charges,
the majority of the magistrates are Nazis,
- how does it happen that the story culminates not with the trial and conviction of
his hero in accordance with his predictions,
but with his hero's release? And finally,
if Schilling's mission, like his hero's, is,
as the Preface indicates, to fight Nazism
in Germany, why is his book published
on! y in translation ?
THORA MouLTON
THE BIG IT

By A. B. Guthrie, Jr. (Houghton Mifflin,
$3.50)
A. B. Guthrie, Jr., has now published
four novels and this one volume of short
stories. The work has been uneven because
Mr. Guthrie has suffered from the taint of
success. In the past year or two he has
even been recognized by Life magazine as
the leading writer on the West, and it seems
that he has begun to believe what Life says.
This is unfortunate, because there was
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a time when the unrecognized Guthrie wrote
a fine novel, The Big Sky. Here was vitality, drama, honesty, and a kind of significance which we associate with good
wntmg. The next volumes in the trilogy,
The Way West and These Thousand Hills,
did not maintain the standards which Mr.
Guthrie had apparently set for himself in
the first volume.
In The Big It, a collection of stories
written approximately between 1946 and
1959, we find an abundance of the slick
quality which appeals to the kind of magazine in which some of these stories were first
printed - Saturday Evening Post, Colliers,
and Esquire.
We also, however, find a
few examples of the old Guthrie who
worked hard at being a writer.
The slick stories are neat in plot (or
lack of it), have cute turns at the ends, reproduce the quaint speech and mannerisms
of 't he cowboy West (both early and contemporary), and are best described as
"interesting sketches." One is tempted to
say, after reading them, "Well, Mr. Guthrie,
you show a certain talent, now see if you
can write something."
At his best, Mr. Guthrie is indeed very
good. Three stories stand out in this collection.
"Last Snake" is written in the
tradition of Big Sky, and is ·the story of a
voyageur who through fear deserts his keelboat but then in a moment of crisis finds
himself a man. "Mountain Medicine" is
one of the many tellings of the famous run
of John Colter, discoverer of Yellowstone.
By far the best story in the book is the
last one, "The Fourth at Getup." This i;
a contemporary story, full of humor, yet
portraying accurately and meaningfully the
Montana whose hills are "tan as panther
hide," and whose people ·can say, "'We' ;:e
young here,' I said and let it go at that
and was at once glad and regretful that we
were."

THE CUNNING OF THE DOVE
By Alfred Duggan (Pantheon, $3.50)
Born of a Norman mother and brought
up in the Norman court, King Edward the
Confessor paved the way for invasion of
England by William of Normandy.
His
other claim to fame rests in his piety, of
which the most tangible result was the
founding of Westminster Abbey. The
church which he erected on the present
site of the Abbey was finished in 1066, just
in time to receive his saintly bones.
Under a vow of chastity, Edward lived
in fraternal affection with his young wife,
Earl Godwin's daughter; he "prayed aH the
morning and hunted all the afternoon"; he
saw visions and worked miracles. If he had
real abili,ty and inclination to govern, he
was frustrated usually by the powe11ful
English earls.
AH of the foregoing is in accord with history. As portrayed by Mr. Duggan, Ed-
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ward is also obstinate, peev>ish, and quite
callous. His fear and hatred of Earl Harold
are justified by Harold's unscrupulous conduct. The versions given in this book of
Harold's oath to William, of his marriage,
of his brother Tostig's exile, reflect only discredit upon Harold.
In fact, the Earl
possesses no nobility of character except
for the fairly common trait of physical
courage.
Chosen by the king as page boy, and later
advanced to the post of head chamberlain,
the narrator has been confidant to Edward,
now dead, during the whole of his twentyfour year reign. The King's fictional habit
of indulging in long bed-time monologues,
in which he revie.ws aloud the day's events
and present and future problems, or delivers opinions on friend and foe, is an irritatingly awkward device. Nor is it probable that Edward would permit his chamberlain, unrebuked, to offer unsought advice in interviews between the King and
the Archbishop of Canterbury.
The illusion of reality which the author
has, in spite of these discrepancies, managed
to create, owes its existence chiefly to detailed descriptions of dress, manners, and
customs extant in eleventh-century England.
In dialogue, he is not so fortunate, for the
illusion is occasionally rent by a modern
viewpoint or a jarringly anachronistic
phrase.
'E ven though this book does not compare
favorably in verisimilitude with some of the
author's earlier works, it is infinitely better
than the run-of-the-press historical novel,
and well worth reading.

POMP AND CIRCUMSTANCE
By Noel Coward (Doubleday, $4.50)
Do Englishmen still go out in the noonday sun in tropical outposts of an Empire
which is yet far-flung, though more sparsely
so than in days of yesteryear? Never doubt
it. They go out, and so do their wives, at
most uncomfortable hours to perform all
kinds of inconvenient chores in response to
the call of duty or friendship.
Noel Coward's first novel is an amusing
tale center ing upon the excitement and
problems caused among residents of the
island of Samola by an impending visit
from Queen Elizabeth and the Duke of
Edinburgh. Naturally, there is a terrific
flap. Everybody jockeys for position and
tempers ravel rapidly. During the course
of -the story, an intrigue of passion is defeated by chickenpox, whi<le a more aweinspiring act of God successfully discourages
presentation of a painfully prepared nautical pageant.
Coward characters are just as engaging
as Wodehouse characters, although more
than a whit less witless. They suffer from
the same type of embarrassingly childish
nicknames; they involve themselves in a
series of situations fully as preposterous as

anything untangled by the dauntless J eeves.
Their conversation is delightful; they talk
as en tertainingly as real people should, but
don't.
On Mr. Coward's pl<!!te of teatime refreshments, the cakes are not overfrosted
and the bread is satisfactorily thin. To
those inclined to dietary sternness, possibly
the butter seems a bit thick; still, it is
the very best butter.

PASSAGE OF ARMS
By Eric Ambler (Knopf, $3.95)
Readers of adventure fiction who have
by experience come to expect only a token
effort <l!t characterization on the part of
an author wiU here receive a pleasant surprise. Eric Ambler not only tells a story
that is always interesting, and frequently
exciting, but he enters into the minds and
hearts of his characters to such an extent
that none, major or minor, is presented in
sharp black or white; our understanding,
and therefore in some degree our sympathy,
includes even those who would normally be
labeled "bad guys."
As with character, so with plot. The.
general theme of the naive American who
com05 to grief among wily Orientals is
familiar. The difference lies in the care
with which this author weaves each thread
snugly into the fabric of his story, leaving
no loose end to justify complaint either of
poor motivation during the course of the
action or of assistance in its resolution
from a deus ex machina.
There is an additional bonus for the
American reader:
Greg Nilsen and his
wife, United States citizens touring the
Far East, are neither stupid nor insensitive;
furtht,rmore, the American consul who saves
their lives in a small coastal town is a man
of courage, acumen, and thorough understanding of the Sumatrans among whom he
lives and works.
Mr. Ambler only recently returned to
the writing of novels. This one should en·
hance the reputation he- earned twenty
years ago in this field.

THE LOSER
By Peter Ustinov (Atlantic-Little, Brown,
$4.50)
Hans Winterschild was a perfect Nazi
soldier. From his father, who had been a
colonel in the Kaiser's army, and from
his brother-in-law, who was an SS officer,
Hans learned early in life that the German
state must come first. He fought fanatically
in the Russian campaign, and then, at the
age of 24, he was transferred to Italy where
the German army was fighting a retreating
action.
Hans was completely unprepared for the
Italian temperament, and in Florence he
fell in love for the first time in his life.
After the defeat of the German army, he
decided to stay in Italy and find his girl
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friend. But Hans was a marked man for
he had been one of the leaders in the senseless de-struction of an I tali an village. From
the moment he donned civilian clothes, he
was only a step from the police and the
partisans. But Hans does find the girl,
though, as the title suggests, he is and
has always been a loser.
Pe-ter Ustinov, who has had a successful
career on the stage and in motion pictures
and who has published a number of excellent short stories, shows in his first novel
that he is both a good story teller and a
writer of talent.
THE NEPHEW

By James Purdy
Cudahy, $3.95)

(Farrar,

Straus

&

About all that Alma Mason, an elderly,
retired school teacher and her older brother,
Boyd, have to live for is their nephew,
Cliff, whom they helped raise. But Cliff
is reported as missing in action in Korea.
In his memory, Aunt Alma starts to write

a "memorial" to her nephew, based on information received from neighbors and a
professor who knew him. The story develops, though not always clearly, from
these informal interviews. A little of the
character of the nephew is revealed through
these conversations, but, more important,
a neighborhood in the small, quiet town of
Rainbow Center ·comes to life.
James Purdy is an unusually talented
writer and a compassionate one.
Many
writers have tried the same subject matter
and a similar treatment, but few have
been so successful as has Mr. Purdy in developing an understanding of the aged and
a feeling for the uneventful life of a small
town.
BY ROCKING CHAIR ACROSS RUSSIA

By Alex Atkinson and Ronald
(World, $3.95)

Searle

Any third-rate journalist can write about
the Soviet Union if he has actually been
there . The trick is to write with every

appearance of inside information when one
has never been there. This is the trick
which Alex Atkinson has pulloo off in these
memoirs of an armchair traveler.
Published originally as a series of articles
in Punch, the British humor weekly, these
essays on Soviet geography, history, and
politics read like some·thing that might have
been written by Viscount Montgomery if
that noble lord were ever to have filtered
his opinions through an ·a lcoholic haze.
Slapstick is not, perhaps, quite the word
to de.fine their style, but it comes close.
And like all slapstick, these essays range
from high points of delightful hilarity to
occasional sloughs of mere patter.
The drawings by Ronald Searle are in
the best tradition of that master's inimitable
style. The·re is an especially good one of
a sad and frustrated sculptor surveying the
heroic, laurel-crowned head of Khrushchev.
It looks like nothing so much as a garlanded
pig.

THE FEATURES OF FORM
Where far the cowslip frets its withering
And grasses measured lie,
My wants go and my hopes go after
And all the world might too, for the try.
·where far the wind blows the cups
And leaves blow on the stem,
That I might be out of here, and there
Look to the bee, me one of them.
-

jOHN

j.

l\IcALEER

LOVE IS SOMETIMES
Love 1s sometimes a quietness
like the quivering still before dawn
like the hushed footstep on stone in an empty church
it is not an empty quiet
nor sterile calm
though it 1s soundless
soft
voiceless
mute
Love is sometimes a brimming peace
jANUARY
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Sights and Sounds

The Remedy of Mass Boredom
-----------------------------------8
SOMETIME AGO Marcel Camus, the noted French
director whose distinguished film Black Or·pheus
won many international honors, is said to have made
this startling statement: "The cinema has replaced the
church, and people seek truth at the movies instead
of at the Mass." Was the glib-tongued Frenchman incidentally, he is not related to the late Albert Camus
- serious? Or was he, as the saying goes, "talking off
the top of his head"? I am inclined to believe that he
was doing the latter. It would be alarming to think
otherwise.
Instead of taking M. Camus' remark as factual, I
should like to believe that John Crosby, whose syndicated column has nationwide distribution, is right when
he predicts that "mass boredom" will speed the end of
the current epidemic of meretricious films that have
evoked widespread condemnation. The eminent critic
is convinced that "we are in the middle or close to the
end of the sexual explosions [in films], with multiple
adultery and a little incest and prostitution mixed in."
"That," he continues, "won't last much longer either."
Other voices h ave been raised in condemnation of
what some producers mislabel "mature" films. In a recent session of David Susskind's Open End a panel of
prominent producers, directors, and writers joined in a
discussion titled The Movie Maker·s . Here Mr. Susskind charged that these so-called "mature" films display,
"not maturity, but irresponsible libertinism, with the
emphasis on ugly and sordid aberrations." There were
some rather weak arguments for so-called "realism":
but Fred Zinnemann, one of the ablest directors of our
day, agreed that there has been too much emphasis on
"horror, shock, sex, and violence." He declared that
the screen should also "project characters to whom we
can look up, whom we can admire, who can inspire us."
Sunrise at Campobello (A Dore Schary Production;
·warners, Vincent ]. Donehue) projects characters who
do all the things just mentioned. Adapted by Dore
Schary from his prize-winning stage play, this is rewarding en tertainment. I suppose that one may justly call
the film a bit slick at times and say that Mr. Schary's
admiration for the late Franklin Delano Roosevelt borders on hero worship. But these shortcomings are offset
by Ralph Bellamy's truly impressive performance as
the polio-stricken FDR; by Greer Garson's superb portrayal of Eleanor Roosevelt; by the polished acting of
the entire supporting cast; and by the authentic settings,
which were filmed in technicolor at Campobello, at
Hyde Park, and at the Roosevelt home in Manhattan.
Sunrise at Campobello is a dramatic and warmly human story of a man's heroic struggle to overcome a
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serious physical handicap.
Another chapter from our recent history comes to
life in Inher-it the Wind (United Artists). On July 10,
1925, John T. Scopes, a young school teacher, was
brought to trial in Dayton, Tennessee. It was charged
that he had violated a statute which made it unlawful
to teach Darwin's theory of evolution in the public
schools of Tennessee. The resulting so-called "monkey
trial" attracted world wide attention. William Jennings
Bryan, golden-voiced orator, three-time nominee for
the Presidency of the United States, and an avowed
fundamentalist, appeared as attorney for the prosecution. Clarence Darrow, famous trial lawyer and professed agnostic, served as counsel for the defense. After
a bitterly contested court battle fr. Scopes was convicted and fined a hundred dollars. Exhausted by the
intense heat that persisted all through the trial, Mr.
Bryan died five days later. So much for historical facts.
Now let us look at Inh erit the Wind, which is based
on a successful stage play and has been adapted for the
screen by Stanley Kramer. Mr. Kramer has won an
enviable reputation for honesty, objectivity, courage,
and vision in bringing controversial subjects to the
screen. This time, however, he has failed to achieve
either honesty or objectivity. Inh erit the Wind is a
shallow and distorted presentation of a subject which
demands honesty and objectivity. This is especially
reprehensible, since the film makes every effort to have
the viewer believe that this is history. As portrayed by
Fredric l\Iarch, the Great Commoner emerges as a caricature rather than a flesh-and-blood character. Clarence
Darrow fares little better in the hands of Spencer Tracy,
and Gene Kelley fails to capture the wit and the caustic
tongue characteristic of Henry L. Mencken. It seems
to me that the script for Inherit the Wind is by no
means a logical plea for the individual's freedom and
right to speak and to teach. Fortunately, the Word
has withstood many attacks through the ages .
I stood in line to see Butter-field 8 (M-G-M, Daniel
Mann). It was distressing to find so many teen-agers
waiting to see Liz and Eddie together for the first time
in a film. For what did they see? Another cheap and
sordid story of immorality and license.
Housewives of America, did you see the TV program
called The Trapped Housewife? Do you consider yourself trapped? Do you really try or expect to achieve
the perfect image of the American housewife as we see r
it in TV commercials? Do you subsist on pep pills,
tranquilizers, and barbiturates? If so, you are suffering
from the "disenchantment syndrome." And now excuse me while I take a pep pill. Or a tranquilizer?
THE CRESSET

A Minority Report
No Vestibules to Heaven
By

VICTOR

F

1..,HERE IS A tendency among all of us to speak of
important ideas in highly abstract terms.
In the recent political campaign we heard a lot of
glittering generalities about liberty, freedom, and equality. We heard politicians talk about the fact that "I
am for the common man, or the farmer, or the laborer,
you people that make America so strong."
It is also our custom to talk in such general terms
when we talk about the truths of Christianity. We are
accustomed to talking very generally and smugly when
we refer to such basic Christian ideas as faith, grace, the
love of God, the Cross of Christ, justification by faith,
and sanctification.
We have learned from working with ourselves and
our youngsters, our students, that most of us find it
difficult to re-work these basic ideas into the context
of the twentieth century.
In short, there is a tendency among us to speak so
abstractly about the universal judgment of God in the
Law and the universal Grace of Christ in the Christian
Gospel that we never get around to explaining the Law
and the Gospel to the people in their terms, in their
dimensions, according to where they live, where they
work, and where they bring up their children .
Strangely enough, to be sure, the re-working process
demands of us to drive home the general and universal
characteristics of the Christian Law and Gospel.
The Christian Church, wherever it is and whatever
it is (whether Catholic, Lutheran, Baptist, Episcopalian,
Mennonite, or the Church of Christ), is dealing with the
same basic universal strategy - a universal strategy for
all times, places, and all people.
Before the Cross and Crown of Christ, there is neither
Catholic nor Lutheran, neither businessman nor laborer,
neither capitalist nor socialist, neither President of the
United States nor Premier of the U.S.S.R., neither Ph.D.
nor moron, neither preacher nor layman.
The only credentials Christians present at the foot of
the Christian Cross are these: l. we have all sinned
and come short of the glory of God; 2. we all never
get around to implementing the "oughtness" of the
Christian religion; 3. we are not doing what we should
,. be doing. The only credentials we have been given
at the foot of the Cross are the sacrificial act of love, the
supreme sacrifice of a Life, the covering of the second
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mile in a supreme act of forgiveness.
But for most of us this is hard to see. Most of us
are agreed that the United States is a Garden of Eden,
the Kingdom of God on earth compared to the Soviet
countries. And evil never seems quite so evil as when
the other fellow does it. Featherbedding out on the
plant floor, on the assembly line, is never quite as bad
as days spent in nineteen holes of golf. The money
manipulations of Jimmy Hoffa are always worse than
the devious methods some of us employ to beat the
federal income tax laws. The mistakes of a dean or
a college president always look worse than the mistakes
of a college professor. Democrats tend to look less
favorably upon Republicans, whites upon Negroes, Anglo-Saxons upon Jews, and Lutherans upon Catholics.
But the judgment of God falls upon us with equal
weight. Before the judgment of God our various cultural captivities with their status symbols and prestigeimpregnated values are of little effect for we all have
sinned and come short of the glory of God.
So - true to the love flowing from the Cross of the
Christ-centered religion - we must be willing to take all
men to our Christ-touched bosoms. The commands
of Christ's love are tough. It takes men with intestinal
fortitude to carry them out: love your enemies; turn the
other cheek; pray for them which despitefully use you
and persecute you; double the distance; go the second
mile.
This is tough for it sometimes means that Republicans and Democrats must speak kind words about one
another. It means that a business man, oriented to
the goals of the National Association of Manufacturers,
must be nice about and to Walter Reuther of the United
Automobile Workers.
Moreover, whether the objects of your love accept
your love and understanding has nothing to do with
your love and understanding being granted . The Christian does not test his commitment by the measures of
reciprocity and mutuality. Your forgiveness is forgivenes whether you have been forgiven or not.
This means of course that the Republican Party, or
the Democratic Party, or the Lutheran and Catholic
churches as earthly institutions are not neces~arily the
vestibules to heaven.

27

The

Pilgrim
"A ll the t rum pets sounded for h im on the other side"
-PILGRIM's P ROGRESS
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HAPPY NEW YEAR
For the wise in mind and heart there is a curious
significance in the fact that New Year's Day, a secular
holiday, always comes very close to the Feast of the
Epiphany of our Lord ... This was the moment when
by a dramatic and symbolic act, by the coming of the
Wise Men from the East to the Manger, the universality of Christmas was established once and forever
... This was and is not only the universality of space,
crossing all boundaries of nations, races, and colors,
but also a universality in time and thought . .. The
story of Epiphany is the final demonstration that the
meaning of Christmas would be permanent, covering
all of history, and that it would include the uttermost
bounds of human thought ... Wise Men came to surrender their wisdom before the mystery of the manger
... They came to kneel and to bring their gold, their
thought, their understanding, and their passing years
to the Child . . .
At this point the meaning of the New Year aml the
Feast of the Epiphany join in telling us something
about life in 1961 . . . I am sure that even the most
thoughtless pagan of our time comes at the turning of
the year face to face with some of the ultimate questions of life and time . . . 'Vhat is the meaning of
life? . . . What is the nature and destiny of man? . ..
He may try to drown out these questions by rushing to
a nightclub on New Year's Eve and blowing a horn very
loudly as midnight comes . . . Somehow or other there
is an uncertain and fearful note in it . . . a note of
sorrow and of fear ... The basic question still remains
unanswered because no generation can drown out the
voice of God with laughter and liquor and noise:
"Who am I and where am I going? . . . "
We have some prophets of modernity who tell us
that we have a choice in our view of life . . . We may
consider life, as another year comes, as either a tragedy,
a comedy, or plain farce . . . In any case we are told
"make the best of it." ... If you think it is a tragedy,
take it with your chin up and know that the dice are
always loaded against you ... Just play the game as well
as you can, you are going to lose anyway ... There are
some in our generation, particularly those who are
young, who think that this approach to life is sophisticated and heroic ... It is, of course, nothing of the kind
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. . . It is the outlook of a man in a generation with an
intellectual or spiritual hangover ·. . . Above all, ot
course, it is not true .. .
Or is life a comedy? ... Eat, drink and be merry life is a comedy, sex is funny, getting drunk is a big
joke, and the whole end of man is to play the fool in
life's little comedy of errors . .. I have seen that some
people seem to be able to get along on that for a little
while, but sooner or later the second part of the slogan,
"eat, drink and be merry," begins to sound louder and
louder until it fills the corners of life with the sound of
moaning bells: "For tomorrow we die."
Now this
is not comedy anymore . .. We can maintain the view
that life is a comedy only if we manage to forget the
final curtain .. . and that is pretty hard to do . ..
Is life a farce? ... Anatole France, you may remember, on his deathbed said: "Draw the curtain; the farce
is played out."
This is the view of the cynic who
maintains that life does not even have the intelligence
which good comedy requires . . . It is petty, futile, in·
ane, having neither rhyme nor reason, adding up to
nothing
The strange thing about this view of life
is that it leaves out so many things - poetry, philosophy.
religion, hope, faith and love - and the evidence of the
years is against it ...
The answer of faith is something vastly different ...
Perhaps this New Year's Day, 1961, we shall hear a
voice from the dark distance of time - perhaps the
Wise Men of Epiphany - telling us something about
this view of life . . . Undoubtedly they came from a
part of the world which had looked at all the different
approaches to the problem of life and living . . . Apparently, too, they dropped them at the manger and
substituted an entirely new and magnificent view of
the problem of the years: "I am come that ye might have
life and have it more abundantly - he that loses his
life for my sake shall find it - I am with you alway,
even unto the end of the world." . . . "Life with me,"
says the Child of Epiphany and the Lord of the Cross,
"is a great adventure, a constant surging into the days
and years ahead, a quest for great and humanly impossible things . . . There is tragedy in it, and there is
comedy - but all of it is mine to be directed to good
purposes and high achievement ... to do what should
be done ... "
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